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EDWARD BELLAMY
(United States, 1850~1898)
LOOKING BACKWARD (1888)

This book passed rapidly through many editions. The social and economic
reforms described in its pages inspired the establishment of several communities
and the formation in 1888 of the Nationalist Party, devoted to plans of industrial
reorganization. The author thus explains his purpose: “Looking Backward,
although in form a fanciful romance, is intended, in all seriousness, as a forecast,
in accordance with the principles of evolution, of the next stage in the industrial
and social development of humanity, especially in this country. ... All
thoughtful men agree that the present aspect of society is portentous of great
changes. The only question is, whether they will be for the better or for the
worse. Those who believe in man’s essential nobleness lean to the former view;
those who believe in his essential baseness, to the latter. For my part, I hold
to the former opinion. Looking Backward was written in the belief that the
Golden Age lies before us, and not behind us, and is not far away. Our children
will surely see it, and we, too, who are already men and women, if we deserve it
by our faith and by our works.”

N the thirtieth day of May—Decoration Day—
1887, the Bartlett family of Boston visited Mount
Auburn cemetery to lay flowers on the grave of
Edith Bartlett’s brother, who had fallen in the
Civil War. Julian West, a young and wealthy
Bostonian, who was engaged to Edith, accom-
panied them and returned with the party. After
dinner, reading in the evening paper of fresh
: strikes in the building trades, which would delay

work upon the house he was preparing for his bride, he vehe-
mently denounced the working classes and the increasing social-
istic troubles. He took a tender farewell of Edith at an early
hour, for, a victim to insomnia and having passed two sleepless
nights, he wished to get a little sleep, if possible. He hastened
to his ancestral home, now in an undesirable quarter, where
he lodged, attended by Sawyer, a faithful colored man. Here
—unknown to Edith and all his friends—]Julian had had a

A.D., VOL. IIL.—1I 1




2 LOOKING BACKWARD

subterranean room constructed, where he could occasionally
command slumber. No murmur from the upper world could
penetrate this vault. It was roofed with stone slabs hermetic-
ally sealed; the thick walls were laid in hydraulic cement; the
outer door was of iron thickly coated with asbestos; and a small
pipe, communicating with a wind-mill on the top of the house,
supplied fresh air. It was Julian’s custom on a third sleepless
night to send for a “Professor of Animal Magnetism,” Dr.
Pillsbury, who would put him to sleep by mesmeric manipula-
tions, which were repeated in reverse order when the sleeper
was to be waked. Dr. Pillsbury had taught Sawyer how to
accomplish this. On reaching his home this evening, Julian
sent Sawyer for Dr. Pillsbury, and while waiting killed the time
by reading his letters, among which was one from the builder
of his house, confirming the rumor of the strike. With a mind
full of grievance toward the laboring classes, he sank to sleep
under the magnetic touch of Dr. Pillsbury, attired in his dress-
ing-gown, while Sawyer had instructions to wake him at nine
o’clock the next morning.

Voices gently whispering awoke him; but, instead of Saw-
yer’s familiar face, he saw that of a handsome gentleman of
about sixty, bending over him with an expression of great
benevolence, mingled with curiosity. The room was also strange.
The host would not satisfy his questions at first; but, informing
him that he was a physician, made him take a drug. He then
told him that he had been in a trance and asked Julian if he
could remember the date when he went to sleep. The aston-
ished Julian replied:

“Why, last evening, of course, at about ten o’clock.”

Then he called for Sawyer. When his host broke the news
that the present month was September, the aroused sleeper
was amazed to think that he could have slept four months; but
he had more to learn.

“That you should be startled by what I shall tell you,”
said the physician, “is to be expected; but I am confident that
you will not permit it to affect your equanimity unduly. Your
appearance is that of a young man of barely thirty, and your
bodily condition seems not greatly different from that of one
just roused from sleep, and yet this is the tenth day of September



EDWARD BELLAMY 2

in the year two thousand, and you have slept exactly one hundred
and thirteen years, three months and eleven days.”

Julian, dazed, drank a cup of broth and fell into a sleep,
from which he awoke refreshed with a clear mind and renewed
strength. His mysterious host soon informed him that three
days before, while the garden was being excavated for founda-
tions for a laboratory that he was about to build, his daughter
had called his attention to the corner of a curious mass of
masonry that had been laid bare. The workmen then un-
earthed an oblong vault set in the corner of what had evidently
been the foundation walls of an ancient house. A layer of
ashes and charcoal on the top of the vault showed that the
house had perished by fire. The vault was intact, and the
doctor, by removing one of the flagstones that formed the roof,
descended into a bedroom, where, to his astonishment, a young
man was lying, as he supposed, dead. The extraordinary
preservation of the body, however, excited the doctor’s interest;
and, as soon as the medical friends he sent for to view the
curiosity had left, he began a systematic attempt to resuscitate
the sleeper. To accomplish his purpose the better, he had
him removed to his house.

Julian West refused to believe this incredible story; and, to
convince him of its truth, Dr. Leete led the way up three flights
of stairs to the house-top. A new Boston burst upon his gaze!
Miles of broad streets shaded by trees and lined with fine
buildings, open squares filled with sparkling fountains, and
statues gleaming amongst the shrubbery, public buildings of
colossal size and of architectural grandeur, were framed in the
well-known setting—*“that blue ribbon winding away to the
sunset, was it not the sinuous Charles?”” And, on looking
east, Boston harbor gladdened the eyes of the sleeper awakened.

“If you had told me,” he said to his host, “that a thousand
years instead of a hundred had elapsed since I last looked on
this city, I should now believe you.”

The two men exchanged names; and Dr. Leete of the
Twentieth Century offered the hospitality of his home (on the
site of Julian’s), to Julian West of the Nineteenth.

After a little conversation, Dr. Leete escorted his guest
below to introduce him to his wife and daughter. The latter
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was a beautiful girl, a charming product of the New Age, and,
by a coincidence, bore the name of Edith. After the ladies had
retired for the night, Dr. Leete and his guest again enjoyed a
talk, during which Julian referred to the labor question, which
led to a discussion of the social conditions of the two centuries.
Julian had much to learn. He soon found that the United
States had passed through an extraordinary and bloodless
revolution; that the whole nation had organized as one great
business corporation, and that all living was carried on upon
a cooperative system.

“Early in the last century,” Dr. Leete told him, “the evolu-
tion was completed by the final consolidation of the entire
capital of the nation. The industry and commerce of the
country, ceasing to be conducted by a set of irresponsible cor-
porations and syndicates of private persons at their caprice
and for their profit, were intrusted to a single syndicate repre-
senting the people, to be conducted in the common interest for
the common profit. The nation, that is to say, organized as
the one great business corporation in which all other corpora-
tions were absorbed; it became the one capitalist in the place
of all other capitalists, the sole employer, the final monopoly in
which all previous and lesser monopolies were swallowed up,
a monopoly in the profits and economies of which all citizens
shared. The epoch of trusts had ended in The Great Trust.
In a word, the people of the United States determined to assume
the conduct of their own business, just as one hundred-odd
years before they had assumed the conduct of their own govern-
ment, organizing now for industrial purposes on precisely the
same grounds that they had then organized for political purposes.

“In my day,” I replied, ‘it was considered that the proper
functions of governments, strictly speaking, were limited to
keeping the peace and defending the people against the public
enemy, that is, to the military and police powers.”

“And, in Heaven’s name, who are the public enemies?”’ ex-
claimed Dr. Leete. “Are they France, England, Germany, or
hunger, cold, and nakedness? In your day governments were
accustomed, on the slightest international misunderstanding,
to seize upon the bodies of citizens and deliver them over by
hundreds of thousands to death and mutilation, wasting their
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treasures the while like water; and all this oftenest for no
imaginable profit to the victims. We have no wars now, and
our governments no war powers, but in order to protect every
citizen against hunger, cold, and nakedness, and provide for
all his physical and mental needs, the function is assumed by
directing his industry for a term of years.”

“But you have not yet told me how you have settled the
labor problem. It is the problem of capital which we have
been discussing,” I said.

“ The moment the nation assumed the responsibilities of
capital those difficulties vanished,”” replied Dr. Leete.

“When the nation became the sole employer, all the citizens,
by virtue of their citizenship, became employees, to be distrib-
uted according to the needs of industry.”

“That is,” I suggested, “you have simply applied the prin-
ciple of universal military service, as it was understood in our
day, to the labor question.”

“Yes,” said Dr. Leete, “that was something which followed
as a matter of course as soon as the nation had become the sole
capitalist. The people were already accustomed to the idea
that the obligation of every citizen, not physically disabled, to
contribute his military services to the defense of the nation
was equal and absolute. That it was equally the duty of every
citizen to contribute his quota of industrial or intellectual serv-
ices to the maintenance of the nation was equally evident, though
it was not until the nation became the employer of labor that
citizens were able to render this sort of service with any pre-
tense either of universality or of equity.”

“Is the term of service in this industrial army for life?”’

“Oh, no; it both begins later and ends earlier than the
average working period in your day. Your workshops were
filled with children and old men, but we hold the period of
youth sacred to education and the period of maturity, when
the physical forces begin to flag, equally sacred to ease and
agreeable relaxation. The period of industrial service is twenty-
four years, beginning at the close of the course of education at
twenty-one and terminating at forty-five. After forty-five, while
discharged from labor, the citizen still remains liable to special
calls in case of emergencies causing a sudden great increase in
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the demand for labor, till he reaches the age of fifty-five, but
such calls are rarely, in fact almost never, made. The fifteenth
day of October of every year is what we call Muster Day,
because those who have reached the age of twenty-one are then
mustered into the industrial service, and at the same time those
who, after twenty-four years’ service, have reached the age of
forty-five, are honorably mustered out. It is the great day of
the year with us, whence we reckon all other events, our
Olympiad, save that it is annual.”

After their conversation the doctor gave his guest an opiate,
and he awoke the following morning in health and spirits.
Returning to the house after an early ramble, he encountered
Edith, who showed considerable emotional interest in the
strange visitor. She took him shopping with her and was
greatly interested to learn of the methods of a past age, while
she explained the new system of distribution. The electric
button was not used solely for practical shopping. On their
return home, Edith asked Julian whether he liked music. He
replied in the affirmative, whereupon she led him into a bare
room and handed him a program, dated ““September 12, 2000.”
When he made his choice, she touched a few stops and the room
was flooded with exquisite music. Julian learned that all the
houses were supplied with telephone attachments by which
music could be ordered at pleasure.

The Leetes next took their guest to the general dining-house
of their ward; and here he learned something about the system
of catering and cooking that had supplanted the old domestic
housekeeping. Edith was puzzled at the word ““menial” used
by Julian; it was unknown to her. It was as difficult for her
to grasp the idea of class divisions as it was for Julian to com-
prehend that no sort of difference between the dignity of the
different sorts of work required by the nation was recognized.
“The individual,” explained Dr. Leete, “is never regarded,
nor regards himself, as the servant of those he serves, nor is he
in any way dependent upon them. It is always the nation that
he is serving.”

One afternoon Julian visited the underground vault with
Edith Leete. Here he showed her Edith Bartlett’s picture,
and told her about his love affair. Edith was much af-
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fected, but reminded him that ‘“her heartache was over long
ago.”

A cultivated and sympathetic cicerone was Dr. Leete, who
showed Julian all the new institutions of the age, including
schools and colleges; and answered his questions from a full
mind. The vast economy of labor, the noble public spirit, the
comfort, the general culture and happiness, were self-evident
and striking.

In Dr. Leete’s opinion the want of money was the root of
all evil.

“In your day,” he remarked to his guest, “fully nineteen-
twentieths of the crime, using the word broadly to include all
sorts of misdemeanors, resulted from the inequality in the pos-
sessions of individuals; want tempted the poor, lust of greater
gains, or the desire to preserve former gains, tempted the well-
to-do. Directly, or indirectly, the desire for money, which then
meant every good thing, was the motive of all this crime, the
taproot of a vast poison growth, which the machinery of law,
courts, and police could barely prevent from choking your
civilization outright. When we made the nation the sole trustee
of the wealth of the people, and guaranteed to all abundant
maintenance, on the one hand abolishing want, and on the other
checking the accumulation of riches, we cut this root, and the
poison tree that overshadowed your society withered, like
Jonah’s gourd, in a day.

“In your day riches debauched one class with idleness of
mind and body, while poverty sapped the vitality of the masses
by overwork, bad food, and pestilent homes. The labor re-
quired of children and the burdens laid on women enfeebled the
very springs of life. Instead of these maleficent circumstances,
all now enjoy the most favorable conditions of physical life.”

One evening Julian questioned Edith about certain mys-
terious words that he remembered hearing whispered as he was
waking from his long sleep. He remembered that Edith’s
voice extracted a promise that a secret should be kept from the
sleeper. He wished to know what that was. She refused to
tell him, and made him promise that he would not ask this
question again. Yes: perhaps some day she would tell him of
her own accord. On Sunday, Julian was diverted by a sermon
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heard on the telephone, which was inspired by his own singular
return to life. The clergyman used the circumstance as the
theme for a comparative study of the two centuries, in which
the old state of society did not appear to advantage. From
this clergyman’s point of view, the people of the Nineteenth
Century were “beasts of prey,” and in the old society, “the
generous, the just, and the tender-hearted had been placed at
a disadvantage by the possession of those qualities.” He par-
tially excused the display of brutal qualities at this period.
“Tt is not hard to understand,” he said, ““the desperation with
which men and women who under other conditions would have
been full of gentleness and truth, fought and tore one another
in the scramble for gold, when we realize what it meant to miss
it, what poverty was in that day. For the body it was hunger
and thirst, torment by heat and frost, in sickness neglect, in
health unremitting toil; for the moral nature it meant oppression,
contempt, and the patient endurance of indignity, brutish asso-
ciations from infancy, the loss of all the innocence of childhood,
the grace of womanhood, the dignity of manhood; for the mind
it meant the end of ignorance, the torpor of all those faculties
which distinguish us from brutes, the reduction of life to a
round of bodily functions.”

This sermon depressed Julian, who felt his isolation. He
also made a discovery: he loved Edith.

One afternoon, in a melancholy mood, he strayed to the
subterranean chamber. Edith followed. First he told her of
his loneliness; and finally, encouraged by her, of his love.
When they returned to the house to inform Edith’s parents of
their happiness, Mrs. Leete told Julian that Edith was the
great-granddaughter of Edith Bartlett. Long before Julian
West had been discovered, Edith Leete’s imagination had been
fired by the portrait of Edith Bartlett, which had been pre-
served with her letters from Julian West as family heirlooms.
From these Edith had formed a romantic idea of Julian’s per-
sonality, and had half jestingly vowed that she would not marry
until she found a lover like Julian West. When he was dis-
covered—for the picture of Edith Bartlett in a locket on his
breast proved his identity—Edith Leete knew her fate was
linked with his.
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The happy Julian felt that his lost love had become reém-
bodied, and he was delighted to find that Edith really regarded
herself as a reincarnation of Edith Bartlett. The mystery was
that Edith Leete, when watching Julian’s return to life, begged
her parents not to let the stranger know by what ties they were
connected.

Julian West, who had found the new world “a paradise of
order, equity, and felicity,” was now radiantly happy; but, to
his great distress, he heard Sawyer trying to wake him. With
a sad heart, he drank Dr. Pillsbury’s prescribed glass of sherry,
and left his underground chamber to stroll once more about
the streets of Boston. Full of his dream of the “enlightened
and care-free race of men,” of their simple institutions, of the
new Boston with its domes and pinnacles, its gardens and
fountains, and its universal peace and prosperity, and with
tender memories of his genial host and his betrothed Edith, he
returned to the Boston of the Nineteenth Century. He was
depressed by the horrible babel and clamor and even more by
the general moral repulsiveness of his native city, in which he
seemed to have suddenly become a stranger.

“The squalor and malodorousness of the town struck me,”
he said, “from the moment I stood upon the street, as facts I
had never before observed. But yesterday, moreover, it had
seemed quite a matter of course that some of my fellow-citizens
should wear silks and others rags, that some should look well-
fed, and others hungry. Now, on the contrary, the glaring
disparities in the dress and condition of the men and women
who brushed each other on the sidewalks shocked me at every
step, and yet more the entire indifference which the prosperous
showed to the plight of the unfortunate. Were these human
beings, who could behold the wretchedness of their fellows
without so much as a change of countenance? And yet, all
the while, I knew well that it was I who had changed and not
my contemporaries. I had dreamed of a city whose people
fared all alike as children of one family, and were one another’s
keepers in all things.

‘ Another feature of the real Boston, which assumed the ex-
traordinary effect of strangeness that marks familiar things
seen in a new light, was the prevalence of advertising. There
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had been no personal advertising in the Boston of the Twentieth
Century, because there was no need of any; but here the walls
of the buildings, the windows, the broadsides of the newspapers
on every hand, the very pavements, everything in fact in sight,
save the sky, were covered with the appeals of individuals who
sought, under innumerable pretexts, to attract the contributions
of others to their support. However the wording might vary,
the tenor of all these appeals was the same:

“‘Help John Jones. Never mind the rest. They are
frauds. I, John Jones, am the right one. Buy of me. Em-
ploy me. Visit me. Hear me, John Jones. Look at me.
Make no mistake, John Jones is the man and nobody else.
Let the rest starve, but for God’s sake remember John
Jones!’

“Whether the pathos or the moral repulsiveness of the
spectacle most impressed me, so suddenly become a stranger
in my own city, I know not. Wretched men, I was moved to
cry, who, because they will not learn to be helpers of one an-
other, are doomed to be beggars of one another from the least
to the greatest! This horrible babel of shameless self-assertion
and mutual depreciation, this stunning clamor of conflicting
boasts, appeals and adjurations, this stupendous system of
brazen beggary, what was it all but the necessity of a society
in which the opportunity to serve the world according to his
gifts, instead of being secured to every man as the first object
of social organization, had to be fought for!”

While watching his fellow-citizens march by, he exclaimed:
“For thirty years I had lived among them, and yet I seemed
to have never noted before how drawn and anxious were their
faces, of the rich as of the poor, the refined, acute faces of the
educated as well as the dull masks of the ignorant. And well
it might be so, for I saw now, as never before I had seen so
plainly, that each as he walked constantly turned to catch the
whispers of a specter at his ear, the specter of Uncertainty.
‘Do your work never so well,’ the specter was whispering—
‘rise early and toil till late, rob cunningly or serve faithfully,
you shall never know security. Rich you may be now and still
come to poverty at last. Leave never so much wealth to your
children, you cannot buy the assurance that your son may not
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be the servant of your servant, or that your daughter will not
have to sell herself for bread.’”

When he joined the Bartletts at a dinner party in their
Commonwealth Avenue house, the richly appointed table and
the sumptuously dressed guests, blazing with jewels, pained
Julian to such a degree that he broke out in a tirade upon mod-
ern luxury and oppression, setting forth with enthusiasm the
mental enlightenment, physical felicity, and moral elevation
of the new world—that Utopia in which he had dwelt.

In mortification and anger, Edith Bartlett and her father
drove him out of the house, denouncing him as a madman and
an enemy to society; but he awoke suddenly to find himself
once again in Dr. Leete’s house with the morning sun shining
through the open window.

As with an escaped convict who dreams that he has been
recaptured and brought back to his dark and reeking dungeon,
and opens his eyes to see the heaven’s vault spread above him,
so it was with me as I realized that my return to the Nineteenth
Century had been the dream and my presence in the Twentieth
was the reality. . . . But in that moment, while yet I mused
with unspeakable thankfulness upon the greatness of the
world’s salvation and my privilege in beholding it, there sud-
denly pierced me like a knife a pang of shame, remorse, and
wondering self-reproach, that bowed my head upon my breast.
. . . What had I done to help on the deliverance whereat I now
presumed to rejoice? . . . So far as my personal influence went,
it had been exerted rather to hinder than to help forward the
enfranchisement of the race which was even then preparing.
What right had I to hail a salvation which reproached me, to
rejoice in a day whose dawning I had mocked?

“Better for you, better for you,” a voice within me rang,
“had this evil dream been the reality, and this fair reality the
dream; better your part pleading for crucified humanity with a
scoffing generation than here drinking of wells you digged not
and eating of trees whose husbandmen you stoned”’; and my
spirit answered: ‘‘ Better truly.”




THE DUKE OF STOCKBRIDGE (1g9oo)

This story was written at the request of an editor of a local paper in Great
Barrington, Massachusetts. Its scenes concern themselves with the revolt
of the debtor-farmers in 1786 against the intolerable tyranny of the State govern-
ment and their grasping creditors. One finds, in the general attitude taken by
the author in this historical tale, the same trend of mind afterward so clearly
expressed in Looking Backward; that sympathy with the codperative social
system to which he devoted the rest of his life. It was this devotion which
prevented the publishing in book form of this story during the author’s life.
Refusing the demands of the publishers on the completion of the novel, he deter-
mined to delay its appearance until after the publication of Looking Backward,
which was then in formation. But he never returned to fiction, and left this
story buried in the files of the village newspaper; from which it was finally
rescued by his cousin, Francis Bellamy.

s\ HE dawn’s first glow was illuminating the village
of Stockbridge on August 17, 1777, when a horse-
man at full gallop pulled rein before Squire Wood-
bridge’s house. Almost immediately the Squire
came out and was joined by Deacon Nash and
Squire Edwards from neighboring houses, all with
guns in hand; and on the village green the Sabbath
calm was broken by three musket-shots. Im-

43, mediately the village was in a commotion, and
open doors disgorged minute-men, who gathered on the green
to join Gen. John Stark, who was at that hour fighting Baum
and his Hessians on the Hoosac.

Among the men who were going out to fight were Abner
Rathbun, George Fennell, and Perez and Reuben Hamlin.
The chief citizens went about, encouraging those that were
departing and those that remained. Squire Edwards assured
Mrs. Hamlin that she need not worry about the mortgage on
her house, and Deacon Nash added that he would see that her
crops should be saved. George Fennell was also assured that
the family left behind would be supplied from Squire Edwards’s
store; and every soldier plow-boy was honored by a word from
the magnates who never before had recognized his existence.
12
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Perez Hamlin was in love with Desire, the fifteen-year-old
daughter of Squire Edwards. Although better bred than the
other boys, he was only a farmer’s son, and as such she looked
down upon him. But among the general affectionate farewells,
and moved by the emotion of the hour, she came to bid
him good-by and granted his trembling request for a fare-
well kiss, and he marched away to take part in the great
Revolution.

Nine years later a group of farmers and laborers were gath-
ered in the bar-room of Stockbridge tavern, discussing the hard
times. They harped upon the limited markets, the low prices
for farm-produce, the extortions and multiplying numbers of
lawyers and sheriffs, the oppressions of creditors, the enormous,
grinding taxes, the last sheriff’s sale, and who was the next to be
sold out, the last batch of debtors taken to jail and who was
next to go, the utter dearth of money of any sort, the impossi-
bility of getting work, the gloomy and hopeless prospect for the
coming winter, and in general the wretched failure of the mili-
tary triumph of the colonies to bring about the public and pri-
vate prosperity that was so confidently expected to follow the
successful revolt against Great Britain. The village political
economists harangued sympathetic ears. Abner Rathbun, in
particular, was very bitter over the fact that Reuben Hamlin
and George Fennell were in jail at Great Barrington, having
been sold out for non-payment of taxes. The consensus of
opinion was that the courts should be forcibly closed, as had
been the case in Revolutionary days; and the assembled com-
pany were inclined to agree with a taunting Tory, who un-
favorably compared the existing conditions with those of mon-
archical rule. Abner closed the discussion with the remark:
“I used to think there was no such vermin as a Tory, but I
didn’t know anything about lawyers and sheriffs in those times.
I calculate you could cut five Tories out of one lawyer, and make
a dozen skunks out of what was left over.”

The next day Perez Hamlin, after nine years’ absence,
reached Great Barrington. His uniform showed that he had
been a captain in the late Continental Army. On the dis-
bandment of General Greene’s troops in South Carolina, he
had been left to find his way home as best he could. Part of
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the premises of the inn at which he put up was used as a jail,
and the landlord was the jailer. On paying for his meal, he
was dismayed to find that his five thousand dollars in Continen-
tal bills were worthless in the landlord’s eyes. One thousand
was grumblingly accepted, and soon Perez learned that George
Fennell, who had fought by his side, was confined in the jail.
He induced the brutal keeper to consent to an interview. On
entering Fennell’s filthy, dark cell, he found not only George
Fennell, in the last stages of consumption, but his own brother,
Reuben.

That same day the Stockbridge magnates were assembled
on the piazza of Squire Edwards’s store, awaiting the arrival
of Squire Sedgwick, who was expected back that afternoon
from the county convention that had been sitting at Lenox to
devise remedies for the popular distress. Most of the farmers
of the neighborhood were collected on the green, anxious for
the first tidings of the result of the deliberations. The “ gentry”’
resentfully discussed the prevailing spirit of discontent and
sedition. When Squire Sedgwick arrived, he contemptuously
informed the ‘“yokels” that the convention had very wisely
done nothing at all except to resolve to support the courts, en-
force the laws, and punish all disorderly persons; and he fur-
ther impressed upon them the fact that it would be well for
them to leave matters of government to their betters.

Perez Hamlin was not happy in his home-coming. He
learned that his parents were about to be dispossessed for debt
that very weck; but this was little compared with Reuben’s
imprisonment and grave illness. He conspired with Abner
Rathbun, his old comrade, to kidnap Deacon Nash, who had
put Reuben in jail; but this was rendered unnecessary by im-
portant news that arrived that fifteen hundred men, under
Captain Daniel Shays, had stopped the courts in Hampshire
County. Down at the tavern this news had been like dropping
a match into a powder-barrel. As Tuesday was court day at
Great Barrington, there would certainly be great happenings;
and Abner concluded: “When that court’s stopped, that jail’s
coming open.”

Before leaving for Boston on business, Squire Sedgwick
called on Squire Woodbridge, to impress upon him the unruly
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spirit of the people and the advisability of vigilance—advice
which was received with very ill grace.

Perez Hamlin was regarded with suspicion by the farmers;
but when he bitterly told the tavern company: ‘“Yesterday I
came home to find my father and mother waiting to be sold out
by the sheriff, and my brother Reub rotting to death in Bar-
rington jail,” his hearers were satisfied that he shared their
sympathies.

The morning after the news from Hampshire was known,
a hundred men and boys, armed with muskets and cudgels,
mustered on the green in consequence of an understanding that
those intending to witness the goings-on at Barrington should
gather at the tavern. When they were ready to start, the five
selectmen appeared, headed by Squire Woodbridge. Perez
saw that the crowd was already half intimidated by the mere
presence and glances of the men of authority, and that a
threatening speech would suffice to scatter them like whipped
curs. His eye fell on a German drummer in the crowd, and at
the first words of Squire Woodbridge, he drew his sword and
shouted in imperious tones: “Drum!”> The German drummer
immediately obeyed the uniformed captain, and the amazed
and indignant Squire was reduced to silence. The selectmen
ignominiously retired, and Perez was forced to lead the mob.

On their march to Great Barrington, they overtook young
Prudence Fennell. Perez dismounted and forced her to take his
seat and lead the column. On the eyes of the men, she was an
embodiment of the spirit of suffering and outraged humanity
which had nerved them for the day’s work.

When the judges at Great Barrington left their lodging
to proceed to court, a thousand men barred their way; and so
threatening and violent was the attitude of the mob that they
had to beat a retreat, and the prestige of the Honorable Justices
of the Court of Common Pleas was gone. Leaders of the mob
followed them to the house where they were being entertained,
and forced them to sign a promise ‘not to act under our com-
missions until the grievances of which the people complain
are redressed.” Having prevented the meeting of the court,
Perez next led his followers to the jail. The brutal landlord-
jailer, Cephas Bement, was easily intimidated, but his wife was
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made of sterner stuff, and hid the keys of the jail in her
bosom, and it needed the attack of a virago to get them.

Then the jail was filled with cries of horror and indignation,
for each opening door revealed the same heartrending scenes.
The deliverers recoiled before the ghastly figures that rose be-
fore them from pallets of putrid straw. Sickness and confine-
ment had worked such terrible changes on the prisoners that
even brothers could not recognize brothers. Perez led Prudence
to the cell where her father and Reuben were confined.

In the first outburst of indignation over the horrible con-
dition of the prison and prisoners, there was a yell for the
jailer; and unless he had hidden himself it would have gone
hard with him. But the mob soothed their disappointment
by helping themselves to his liquor. Perez took his brother
and Fennell to his mother’s home, where the women tenderly
cared for them. That night the village of Stockbridge was
kept awake with unearthly noises. The mob returned drunk
from Great Barrington, rigged up a ‘“horse-fiddle,” and hunied
up tin pans and serenaded the ‘“silk-stockings,”” as they called
the aristocratic element, particularly Squire Woodbridge. The
next day there was hardly anyone in the town who went to
work except those who had farms of their own. Most of the
labor had been that of debtors working out their debts at such
allowance for wages as their creditor-employers chose to make.
If they considered it too small, they could go to jail as an
alternative. But now the spirit of revolt was in the air. There
was a vague impression of impending changes that were to better
the condition of the poor. Preparations were made to entertain
Squire Woodbridge and other “silk-stockings’ with a concert
that would eclipse the entertainment of the night before.

Mrs. Woodbridge had long been very ill, and the uproar
had left her in such a prostrated condition as to require medical
attention. The doctor told her niece, Desire Edwards, that
another sleepless night would be the end of her. His suggestion
that Desire should make a personal appeal to the leader of the
mob to stop the annoyance was treated by her with scorn; but
after his departure she thought better of it, and made her way
to Percz Hamlin’s home. Perez had not seen her since she had
kissed him good-by, and in the presence of her beauty and



EDWARD BELLAMY i

charm his former love flamed up anew. He promised to prevent
the annoyance. With some difficulty he induced the mob not
to make the intended demonstration at the Woodbridge house,
though consenting that the sheriff should be treated to a little
music.

The armed uprising at Great Barrington had occurred on
Tuesday, but this was not followed by violent disturbances,
although throughout those quiet and industrious communities
the entire government machinery was at a standstill. Not a
local magistrate undertook to sit, not a constable ventured to
attempt an arrest, not a sheriff dared to serve a process or make
an execution. On Friday evening the crowd at the tavern was
in a far more jubilant mood than on the previous Friday. The
“silk-stockings” were cowed, and not the least cause for re-
joicing was the widely known fact that Desire Edwards had
practically gone down upon her knees to ask a favor of Hamlin,
the leader of the rebellion. On the following Sabbath, however,
there was much comment on the fact that when Perez raised
his hat to Desire as she came out of meeting, on the arm of her
father, she cut him dead.

This painful shock, which so sharply ended Hamlin’s brief
delusion that Desire might possibly accept his devotion, roused
him to a recognition of his critical situation and that of his
family. He therefore determined to leave the State without
delay, for the house that was to have been sold would un-
doubtedly go as soon as the insurrection quieted down; Reuben
was liable to rearrest and imprisonment, and his own life was
forfeit to the gallows for his part in the rebellion. Once across
the State line, however, they would be safe.

Squire Woodbridge was anxious to recover the control of
reins and whip before the return of Squire Sedgwick, whose
warnings he had disdained. He took the first step toward this
end by selling out a pestilent Baptist, with whom no one in the
community could be expected to have any sympathy. DBut the
effect was disappointing, for the mob reinstated the dispos-
sessed man, and restored to him all his goods that had been
bought in by the ¢ silk-stockings ”” at auction. News came that
practically the whole State was flaming with revolt on the ques-
tion of “sueing and selling and sending to jail,” and anarchy

A.D., VOL. IIL.—2
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was practically organized. Orchards were robbed, fences
burned, and an ingenious variety of petty outrages perpe-
trated. The “silk-stockings” hardly dared to go abroad, the
least of the dangers they met being unripe apples and overripe
eggs.

One day, when the “Regulators” met at the tavern, the
landlady complained of their exclusive custom, and induced
them to go over to Squire Edwards’s store. There the drunken
crowd forced the Squire and his son to treat them with rum and
his daughter Desire to entertain them with the piano.

The next day Israel Goodrich and Ezra Phelps, two of the
chief malcontents, called on Perez, to induce him to use his
influence to prevent things from going too far. They said that
Abner Rathbun didn’t care how far the boys went against the
aristocrats, and that Paul Hubbard, with his gang from the
West Stockbridge iron-works, was egging on the fellows to burn
fences and stone houses, and had actually tried to get them to
tar-and-feather the Squire. The village doctor also came on
the same errand, but Perez gave them all the same answer: he
intended to take his family to York State, and must refuse to
interfere. At this crisis news arrived of further rebel victories
in the lower counties. The Government’s weakness was mani-
fest in the fact that it did not dare call upon the militia. Shays’s
Rebellion had manifested strength and boldness within a few
hours’ march of Boston; and the jubilation of the Stockbridge
mob was expressed in further excesses. In the midst of the
pandemonium Mrs. Woodbridge died; but her brother, Squire
Edwards, dared not refuse to serve the mob with liquor when
they again invaded his store. The funeral brought together all
the gentry of the county, and this afforded an opportunity for a
council of war after the obsequies, at which the widower out-
lined a plan for arresting Perez, Abner, and others, and making
a public example of them. The news of the plot was conveyed
to Perez by an Indian girl friendly to the Hamlin household.
A counterplot was quickly formed. Perez woke up fifty of the
most determined rebels; and when morning dawned armed men
were on guard at the street corners, the arms and ammunition
of the militia had been seized, and the hated aristocrats were
the prisoners of their intended victims! When Perez faced the
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villagers in the morning, a shout of acclamation was the popular
ratification of the night’s work.

But the rebels were horrified when he announced his in-
tention of publicly whipping the “silk-stockings,” as they had
planned to whip him. He was not to be turned from his pur-
pose by the entreaties of the parson, and it needed the personal
entreaties of Desire Edwards to save her father, uncle, and
the other gentry from the lash, stocks, and pillory. Knowing
his infatuation for her, she offered to let Perez kiss her
if he would release her father; but it required all his influ-
ence over the mob to force it to do his will, when he yielded to
her prayer.

When Squire Sedgwick returned with grave news of the
progress of the Shays Rebellion at Springfield and elsewhere,
he was mockingly introduced by the town doctor to the Duke of
Stockbridge, Captain Hamlin, to whom the court party tempo-
rarily were indebted for their lives and liberties. Thencefor-
ward Perez was known as “ the Duke of Stockbridge.”

Squire Sedgwick reported that the militia had gone over
to the insurgents, and that weakness left the Government no
choice but to adopt a temporary policy of conciliation with the
rabble. An extra session of the legislature had been called to
pass measures for relief.

The elation which the news produced among the people
was prodigious. Perez doubled the patrols to keep order, but
even then had to wink at many acts of lawlessness. Squire
Edwards was glad to purchase immunity by indiscriminate
treating of the crowd.

The upper classes indeed had come to regard “the Duke”
in the light of a protector, and appealed to him on all occasions
when they. were likely to suffer from the persecutions of the
mob. Squire Edwards was glad of his presence and good-will
on several occasions, and did not even resent his conduct when
once he had the audacity to kiss Desire in her mother’s presence.

“There was really a good deal more than a joke in calling
Perez ‘the Duke of Stockbridge.” The guard-house was often
half full of a morning with gentlemen, and those of lower de-
gree as well, waiting to see him with requests. Some wanted
passes, or authority to go out of town, or to carry goods away.
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In addition to this, he had the military affairs of the insur-
gent train-band to direct, besides transacting business with
messengers from Captain Shays, who already had begun to call
on the Berkshire towns for quotas to swell the rebel forces,
of which a regular military organization was now being at-
tempted.”

When Perez visited her father’s store, Desire usually kept
out of his way. Finally, however, she wheedled out of him a
pass for a trip to Pittsfield; but her carriage was stopped and
she was brought back by Perez’s devoted Indian follower, who
had learned how broken-hearted his chief was at her departure.
On one occasion Squire Edwards induced Desire to attend a
husking-bee for the sake of currying favor with the lower
orders, in order to help his business interests. While there,
Perez protected her from insult and escorted her home, after
which she began to regard him more favorably.

On Thanksgiving Day the parson ended his sermon by
reading a proclamation by the Governor, offering pardon to all
who would take the oath of allegiance to the State before
January the first, with a threat of dire penalties to those that
failed to do so. The mob burned the Governor in effigy on the
green that night, but the fecling of the community was growing
lukewarm toward rebellion. In the lower counties, all the talk
was of pardon and terms of submission. The rebels lost
ground daily in Stockbridge, and Hamlin was losing control
over his own followers. Laws were passed that alleviated the
worst of the popular distress, and the people had had quite
enough of anarchy. One by one, all but the most desperate
of Perez’s followers fell away, till one day he found the guard-
house in possession of the deputy-sheriff. Mounting his horse
and calling at the store to insist on a moment’s farewell of
Desire, he just managed to escape to the hills.

Up in the hills the rebels held out for a while, but when the
militia advanced against them, though practically trapped, the
latter were saved by the presence of mind of Squire Sedgwick,
whose harangue resulted in the rebels throwing down their
arms. The militia returned to Stockbridge with a hundred
prisoners to grace the triumph of a bloodless victory. But
severity to the conquered would have been a fatal policy; and
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the prisoners were released that very afternoon on taking the
oath of allegiance to the State. As a climax, news was received
the same evening of the rout of the rebels under Shays at
Springfield.

The victorious muster represented the wealth, culture, and
aristocracy of all Berkshire; and there was such an excess of
beaux in Stockbridge that every girl of family had half a dozen.
As for Desire Edwards, she captivated the whole army. The
young militia officers and gentlemen privates thought her
adorable, and she found it very agreeable to queen it over so
devoted a court. She came to regard her former tolerance of
Perez’s attentions with self-contemptuous reproach. Never-
theless, when she overheard, one snowy night, plans for an
expedition to surprise and capture Perez and his remaining
followers, she slipped out of the back door in her evening-dress,
with only a shawl thrown over her head, and tramped through
deep snow to the Hamlin home to give warning of the expedi-
tion, and to supply Reuben with the countersign.

Reuben reached his brother in the hills in time to warn him
of the expected attack at dawn. When the troops arrived,
therefore, they found the rebels drawn up to receive them. To
their dismay, they were crowded together in a road between
high snow-banks and in front of them was a cannon with a
brazier of coals by the breech, beside which Abner Rathbun
was brandishing a pair of tongs in readiness to discharge it.
The column halted and Perez came forward for a parley. The
commander of the attacking force, being caught at such a dis-
advantage, was glad to agree to the terms imposed, namely,
that the rebels should be allowed to disperse and go home, and
be immune from future arrest or molestation. Perez agreed
also to surrender the artillery, which, on examination, proved
to be merely a yarn-beam mounted on a pair of ox-cart wheels,
with the tongue of the cart resting on the ground behind.

Not long afterward, Perez made a sudden descent on
Stockbridge with his few remaining followers. In a night raid
they looted the houses of the wealthy, and Perez appealed in
vain to Desire Edwards to accompany him across the border.
With a broken heart, he again sought the fastnesses of the hills.
On his way through Great Barrington he emptied the jail of
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The French Academy officially crowned the novel Jacqueline as the greatest
masterpiece of fiction produced in France in 1893. The author, Madame
Blanc, or Thérese Bentzon as she has always called herself in literature, was
already recognized as the foremost living woman novelist in France. Three
of her novels had previously received the Academy’s crown, each as the most
notable work of its class written during the year of its publication, and her
translations of Dickens, Bret Harte, Aldrich, and Ouida into French had added
notably to her reputation as a scholar. Jacqueline, in company with the other
Academy-crowned novels, has been sumptuously published both in French and
in English under the sanction and supervision of the Academy.

X(ACQUELINE was the fifteen-year-old daughter
of the Baron de Nailles. Her stepmother, whom
she wellnigh worshiped, dressed and treated her
as a child two or three years younger. The
Baroness, a typical Parisienne a little more than
thirty years old, had no mind to let her step-
daughter, who promised to be radiantly beau-
tiful, develop too soon a womanhood that might
’ rlval and even eclipse her own. But she petted
the girl beyond reason, and the two were comrades of the most
lovingly intimate sort, except in society, from whose contamina-
tion the elder woman jealously guarded the younger, under the
plea that she was only a child.

The Baron was completely subject to his womankind. At
his wife’s suggestion and largely by her influence, he had be-
come a deputy in the Corps Legislatif, though personally he
cared nothing for politics. Also at her instigation, though she
concealed the fact even from him, he became a speculator on
23
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the Bourse. He had before been content with his ample coun-
try estate, but it became necessary to speculate in order to meet
the cost of his wife’s way of living.

In a half childish, half womanly way, Jacqueline had fallen
in love with Hubert Marien, a great painter, who was an in-
timate of the family. He had petted her in her actual child-
hood, but of late he had adopted a coldly critical and sarcastic
tone in his intercourse with her. Under tutelage of an English
novel which she had been allowed to read, Jacqueline attributed
Marien’s changed manner to a consciousness of love for a girl
too far above him in rank for him to have hope of winning.
Around this thought her inexperienced fancy built up a romance
that prompted her to keep as souvenirs of him an old glove, a
cigarette stump, and other objects that had been glorified to
her imagination by his touch.

At one of the Baroness’s receptions, where Jacqueline was
kept in a bow-window in company with a number of other
girls too young to be permitted to listen to the scandalous gossip
of the salon, Marien stared admiringly at the girl, and when
she challenged him to explain, he suggested that she seemed
old enough now to justify him in painting her portrait as a young
woman. He immediately added something, however, which
seemed to postpone the matter to some indefinite time in the
future, but the girl cherished the thought and resolved to bring
about the thing she so ardently desired. To have her portrait
painted by the great master, to appear in it as a young woman
of ravishing beauty, would emancipate her from her bondage
to childhood. And—who could tell>—in posing to Marien,
might she not reveal to him a charm of which he was only half
conscious, and teach him to understand his own feeling regard-
ing her?

She laid her plans accordingly, making her father her co-
conspirator. They would have the portrait painted in secret
and present it to her “little mamma on her birthday.

When the Baron discussed the matter with Marien, the
painter strangely and strongly objected, but the Baron’s in-
sistence was so great that his consent was unavoidable.

Secretly Jacqueline prepared her costume for the posing,
and so great was the change wrought by it in her appearance
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that the painter completely fell in love with his sitter, and in
effect told her so at the last, though with a reserve and em-
barrassment which her romantic fancy found it easy to explain.

When the picture was unveiled before the Baroness, that
lady fell into an inexplicable passion which reduced both Jac-
queline and her father to a state of apologetic contrition. It
was decreed that the portrait should be banished to their coun-
try home, by way of appeasing a wrath on the part of the Bar-
oness which neither of the other persons concerned could un-
derstand. The Baroness was unrelenting in her offended
mood, and Jacqueline, in her distress, determined to creep upon
her “mamma,” throw her arms about her, and caress her into
forgiveness.

In her effort to do this, Jacqueline overheard a passionate
interview between the Baroness and Marien, in which the latter
was pleading for forgiveness for painting the unlucky portrait,
and employing many terms of endearment inconsistent with
any conception that the girl possessed of relations proper or
possible between a married woman and a man not her husband.

Even then the girl did not fully understand. Her acquain-
tance with wickedness was too slight for that, for the reason
that she had read none but English novels. But she under-
stood enough. She was passionately angry with the Baroness
for the wrong done to her father. But she said clearly that to
go to the Baron with her information would be only to make
matters worse.

Marien, in his eagerness to placate the Baroness, had said
contemptuous, belittling things of Jacqueline, which she had
overheard, and her girlish love changed to hate. She burned
her souvenirs of him and resolved to be mistress of the situation.
As reconciliation slowly came to the rest, Jacqueline avenged
herself and made the guilty pair afraid by sly utterances that
revealed her possession of some secret, without revealing the
extent of the limitations of her knowledge.

Marien, meanwhile, had his punishment apart from the
pin pricks of Jacqueline’s inflicting. He really loved the girl,
whom he must ostentatiously give up, and he had grievously
tired of his /iaison with the Baroness, who was in no wise
minded to let him escape from her jealous clutches. She
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planned a family excursion to Italy, in which he should be an
unwilling participant.

Unable to understand fully the relations between her step-
mother and Marien, Jacqueline abstracted French novels from
the library shelves and read them, at once to her enlightenment
and her sore disgust.

In her distress of mind—partly wholesome and partly senti-
mental—she visited her cousin Giselle de Monredon, who was
a pupil in a Bénédictine convent, and deeply imbued with con-
ventual ideas. Giselle gave her good advice, and for a time
she was disposed not only to follow it but to go further and re-
tire for all time into a convent.

The Baroness, warned by Jacqueline’s persistence in mak-
ing remarks which revealed her possession of dangerous knowl-
edge, decided at last upon placative measures, and under her
instruction the Baron set about to make his daughter happy.
He took her to a riding-school, ordered riding costumes for her
which emphasized the beauty of her figure, and quickly weaned
her soul from its impulse toward the conventual life. Then he
proposed for her a season of sea bathing and enjoyment at
Tréport.

There she fell in with other girls, and the little company ran
wild, to the scandalizing of all the dowagers, though in fact they
did nothing wrong. They were nicknamed ‘“the Blue Band.”

Within a mile or two of Tréport lay Lizerolles, the estate
of Madame d’Argy, a distant cousin to Jacqueline. Jacqueline
had long ago discovered that Madame d’Argy and the Baroness
de Nailles were not congenial, though they maintained the
fiction of friendship and even of intimacy. It was apparent
that Madame d’Argy disapproved of Madame de Nailles, and
only now did Jacqueline begin to guess the reason.

Madame d’Argy’s son Fred, a young naval officer, was at
home on furlough at this time, and he was much with the girls
of the Blue Band. He fell madly in love with his cousin Jac-
queline, who persisted in regarding him as a mere boy, not in
the reckoning with older men, who had seen something of the
world and could talk glibly of their actress acquaintances and
the like.

Giselle de Monredon—the convent-bred girl into whose ears
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Jacqueline had recently poured her woes, and to whom she had
revealed her momentary impulse to take the veil—was brought
to Tréport by her grandmother, who had betrothed her to Mon-
sieur de Talbrun, owner of an estate adjoining her own. M. de
Talbrun was thirty-five years old, prematurely bald, coarse in
fiber, and altogether repulsive in the eyes of the spirituelle Gi-
selle, who nevertheless entertained no thought of resisting her
grandmother’s will in the matter of this unwelcome marriage.
M. de Talbrun held it to be the duty of women to be always well
and lively, and Giselle’s grandmother hoped to make her so by
a season at Tréport, where she might also become acquainted
with her future husband in the greater freedom of intercourse
permitted at the seaside.

M. de Talbrun was therefore thrown into the society of the
Blue Band girls, and his presence quickly undermined young
Fred d’Argy’s favor, while it in no way changed Giselle from
the shrinking convent-bred, submissive girl that she was. Her
efforts were directed solely to the object of avoiding close asso-
ciation with the man she was presently to marry. His manifest
admiration for Jacqueline pleased Giselle instead of offending
her, but it grievously offended Fred d’Argy.

Madame de Villegry, a gay Parisienne, was also at Tréport.
So was the Count de Cymier, her admirer, her worshiper indeed,
so far as the Count could worship anybody but himself. For
reasons of prudence Madame de Villegry wished to detach
Cymier from herself, and to that end she sought to interest him
in Jacqueline, whom he greatly admired for her beauty, and
concerning whose dot he made quiet inquiries of the banker
Wermant. Strongly supported by Madame de Villegry, and
not less strongly, for reasons of her own, by Madame de Nailles,
Cymier made fierce love to Jacqueline, taking care, however,
not to committ himself to any definite proposal of marriage.
Fred d’Argy went back to his ship disconsolate, his mother
meantime urging his suit for him in every way she could, partly
for his sake and partly in the hope that he might give up his
place in the navy and settle down, with Jacqueline as his wife,
at Lizerolles. Separation from her boy, and the thought that
he might be exposed to danger, were the nightmares of Madame
d’Argy’s soul.
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Tt was arranged that Jacqueline should pass some months
at Lizerolles, as the guest of Madame d’Argy, while her father
and the Baroness should make the Italian journey in company
with Marien. During that time she corresponded with Fred
in a fashion that drove him wellnigh mad because of the enig-
matical attitude she assumed. In his vexed perturbation of
spirit, poor Fred wrote poetry, which Jacqueline cruelly criti-
cized in a letter after rejoining her parents in Paris.

There, when his cruise was done, Fred met her again at a
charity bazaar. She was more beautiful than ever, dazzlingly,
dangerously beautiful, Fred thought, and his judgment was
confirmed by the admirers that swarmed about her, among
whom the Count de Cymier was most in evidence, most aggres-
sive, most impudent, Fred thought. Jacqueline was engrossed
in social frivolity and had formed the dangerous acquaintance
of a bohemian set—a certain Madame Wanda Strahlberg, her
mother, Madame Odinska, and her sister Colette, with others
of their kind.

Fred, feeling himself repulsed at his first meeting with
Jacqueline, betook himself to his old friend Giselle (now Mad-
ame de Talbrun), who was about to become a mother; and at
her hands he received soothing advice and encouragement.
Above all else she urged him to consider Jacqueline’s youth,
and advised him to go away and win his commission as ensign
before venturing again to approach the subject of marriage.
Fred acted upon the advice, and during his long absence both
Giselle and Madame d’Argy urged his suit with the Baron and
Baroness de Nailles. It was all to no purpose, for the reason
that they had every hope of achieving the greater alliance with
the Count de Cymier, who continued, in an inconclusive way,
to pay court to Jacqueline.

After an absence of two years Fred returned, bearing a
routine promotion, and, in spite of her efforts to prevent it, he
declared his love to Jacqueline. She rejected him, and, with
a heart that he sincerely believed to be broken, he sought and
secured orders to go to Tonquin, where fierce war was then in
progress, and where, as he romantically hoped, he might meet
a welcome death.

Jacqueline’s feelings over this were mixed. She was
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childishly vain of the fact that she had power thus to drive a
young man to desperation, and she hoped that the fact might
enhance her value as a prize in the eyes of the Count de Cy-
mier. But she sincerely cared for Fred d’Argy, and in secret
bewailed the event she had brought about. Added to this re-
gret was her consciousness that her course had angered both
Madame d’Argy and Giselle, and had seriously displeased her
father.

She found relief in participation in some private theatricals
which Madame d’Avrigny was planning, after her frequent
custom. She was to play a leading part with the Count de
Cymier, in which he was to kiss her twice, a part of the per-
formance which he insisted upon acting realistically at rehearsal.
She was to sing a song, the words of which seemed to her stupid
only because she was too innocent to understand them as did
those others, who greeted them with ribald and uproarious
applause.

Just as she was rendering this song at dress rehearsal she
was hastily summoned home, and there she found her father
dead of a sudden attack of heart trouble.

As she knelt in passionate grief by the bed on which her
dead father lay, she was wounded to the heart by the sight of
Hubert Marien there, still posing as a “friend of the family.”

The death of the Baron was quickly followed by the revela-
tion that not only his own fortune but Jacqueline’s also had gone,
swallowed up in the speculations by which the dead man had
desperately tried to provide the means for that style of living
upon which Madame de Nailles had insisted.

In the midst of her grief and terror, Jacqueline was ashamed
to find herself wondering how Gérard de Cymier would behave
at this crisis, and hoping that he would now generously come
forward with the proposal of marriage which had been so un-
mistakably promised by his attentions to her during two years.

But the Count de Cymier found himself suddenly called to
Vienna, as he told her stepmother in an over-effusive letter of
sympathy and meaningless condolence.

Foreseeing that her stepmother would presently compel
Marien to marry her—for she understood the relations of these
two now— Jacqueline felt that she could no longer live with
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Madame de Nailles, yet she knew not whither she could go.
Giselle urged her to go to Lizerolles and so did its mistress,
Madame d’Argy, who was eager to end the estrangement now
that sorrow had fallen upon Jacqueline, and especially now that
Fred had so distinguished himself in battle as to have won the
ribbon of Chevalier of the Legion of Honor.

But Jacqueline declined the invitation, feeling that she
could not seem to seek, at a time of misfortune, that which she
had rejected at a happier time. Madame d’Argy attributed
her refusal to unworthy motives, and her feeling of offense was
deep.

Under Giselle’s advice, Jacqueline retired to a convent and
began a course of study which was to qualify her as a teacher.
For three months she did not quit the place except when Giselle
came with her little boy to take her for a drive. Then she be-
gan her work as a teacher, going to the house of one old ac-
quaintance after another to give lessons. After a little time
her employers grew indifferent, and one by one they dismissed
her upon various pretexts.

When the time came for Giselle de Talbrun to leave town,
she begged Jacqueline to go with her to the Chateau de Fresne,
and there the girl rapidly recovered her health and spirits. M.
de Talbrun promptly fell in love with the guest, after a brutal
fashion, and one day, a month or two later, he made insulting
approaches during a horseback journey. When she repelled
his advances he endeavored to embrace her by force; she
struck him across the face with her riding-whip, and rode at
speed toward the chiteau, with De Talbrun in close pursuit.

She could explain nothing to Giselle; she could only take
her leave and return to Paris, excusing her sudden departure by
the fiction that her old nurse, Modeste, was very ill—a story
Giselle did not believe, because she knew her husband too well.

Without fault of her own, Jacqueline was now cut off even
from her intimacy with Giselle, and no friendship was left to
her in all the world but that of old Modeste; while her step-
mother, thanks to the compulsory generosity of Hubert Marien,
was living luxuriously.

Jacqueline returned to the convent and tried to resume her
music teaching, but her pupils were few for lack of influence.
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One day, as she was returning to the convent after a les-
son, she encountered her old bohemian acquaintance, Wanda
Strahlberg, the daughter of Madame Odinska and sister of
Colette. Madame Strahlberg immediately carried her to the
ill-regulated Odinska residence, where music, feasting, and
unrestrained jollity dominated at all hours. Jacqueline was
fairly forced to take a part in the entertainment, at the end of
which she found that it was past the hour at which the convent
required all its inmates to be within the gates. Notwithstand-
ing her explanations and pleadings next day, the poor girl was
forbidden to resume her residence there, except for a few days,
during which she might search for some other refuge.

She found it with a family of rich, vulgar Americans, a Mr.
Sparks, who had begun life as a barkeeper in California, and
his daughters, whom Jacqueline had learned to know as mem-
bers of the Blue Band at Tréport. They were going to Bellagio.
Miss Sparks, who did not want an elderly chaperone, employed
Jacqueline to go with her as a companion. Madame de
Nailles did not interfere, as Marien urged her to do. She knew
that Jacqueline knew too much of her affairs for safety; she
wished to be rid of the girl, but she did not wish for an open
rupture. In that case Jacqueline might tell certain things.
It would be more convenient to lét the wayward girl ruin her-
self. Marien grieved, and his conscience reproached him; but
he dared not do anything.

About this time Fred d’Argy was ordered home. His
mother, indignant with Jacqueline, told him everything as she
understood it. He went again to Giselle (Madame de Talbrun)
for consolation, and in all sincerity she gave it. But by this
time she was herself an unloved and unhappy wife, and her
intimacy with Fred was dangerous to her peace of mind, in
spite of her own resolute loyalty to her marital obligations. It
was only after a time, however, that the good Giselle discovered
her own danger and struggled with it.

Jacqueline soon found herself in revolt against the servitude
of her position as the companion of Nora Sparks, whose conduct
she disapproved, greatly to that young person’s displeasure.

When the rupture came, Jacqueline decided to study for the
musical stage, and to that end she wished to consult Wanda
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Strahlberg, who was staying at Monaco, surrounded as usual
by her bohemian circle. She received Jacqueline effusively,
but presently Jacqueline found herself in a trap. By Wanda
Strahlberg’s procurement, Gérard de Cymier was an inmate
of the household. He had abandoned all pretense of a desire
to make Jacqueline his wife, but he had abated no part of his
desire to possess her in a less honorable relation, and Jacqueline
was quick to discover that all arrangements had been made
for her entrapment. She slipped out of the house, abandoning
her personal belongings, and fled to the protection of her old
nurse, Modeste, as she had no other refuge.

Then came a story in the newspapers that a duel had oc-
curred between Fred d’Argy and Gérard de Cymier, in which
Fred had received a sword wound in the arm. The newspapers
quickly revealed the truth that Jacqueline was the subject of
the quarrel, that De Cymier had boasted of her as a pros-
pective conquest, that Fred had given him the lie, and that
Fred, implacable, had demanded a second meeting, to be held
as soon as his wound should be healed.

Jacqueline was shocked and frightened. She hurried to
the house of Madame d’Argy, only to be repulsed. Only Giselle
remained to her, and when Jacqueline went to her residence
and refused to accept “Not at home” as an answer, Giselle
sent word that she would not see her visitor. Giselle was already
incensed at Jacqueline’s rejection of Fred’s honest, manly love,
and she was outraged now that Jacqueline’s conduct, of which
she believed the worst, had involved Fred in danger and scandal.
The platonic friendship between Giselle and Fred d’Argy had
grown warmer on the woman’s part than she had realized until
now; but Giselle was tender-hearted, and, though she had
refused to receive Jacqueline, she went to her at last in her
distress. Her motives were complex, but the visit brought
about explanations that cleared Jacqueline from the worst sus-
picions, and awakened in the mind of the conscientious Giselle
a new realization of the necessity of saving herself from the
consequences of her own still innocent but perilous relations
with Fred d’Argy. Discovering that Jacqueline really loved
Fred, and knowing already that Fred’s love for Jacqueline was
unabated, Giselle set herself to bring about reconciliation and
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marriage between the two. The task was difficult, for Madame
d’Argy had become implacably resentful toward Jacqueline;
but with the aid of a good priest, and by the exercise of a
diplomacy worthy of a far more worldly woman, Giselle suc-
ceeded at last in saving both herself and those she loved. The
marriage of M. Frédéric d’Argy, Chevalier of the Legion of
Honor, to Mademoiselle Jacqueline de Nailles was announced,
and there was everywhere rejoicing in what was so obviously a
love match, a thing so rare in France in modern times.

Nora Sparks sent a costly wedding present from New York.
The Count de Cymier sent to Fred d’Argy a written apology and
retraction of his utterance concerning Jacqueline, which averted
all necessity of a second duel. Madame the Baroness de
Nailles behaved with exquisite propriety, issuing wedding an-
nouncements in her own name. Fred d’Argy, to his mother’s
delight, resigned his commission in the navy, and settled him-
self at Lizerolles in summer and at his Paris home in winter.

Giselle de Talbrun was the least demonstrative of all those
who rejoiced in the happy event.

A.D., VOL. IL.—3



BESANT AND RICE
(Walter Besant, England, 1836-1901; James Rice, 1846-1882)

READY-MONEY MORTIBOY (1871)

This novel, written in collaboration with James Rice, was the first work by
Walter Besant (afterward Sir Walter Besant) to attract attention. Later he
ceased collaborating and produced alone some of his best known works.

R. RICHARD MATTHEW MORTIBOY,
better known as ‘Ready-Money Mortiboy,”
was already the richest banker and most stingy
and grasping man in his native town of Market
Basing, England, when his sister died and left
him twenty-five thousand pounds, with the sole
condition that he should keep her memory alive
by placing a memorial window in the parish

E/N B-%43 church. Mortiboy was past sixty and a widower;
he had dr1ven his only son from home twelve years before,
with only ten pounds in his pocket, for the crime of forging a
small check, so the old man was not oppressed by family
expenses; yet the possible expense of a memorial window
troubled him so greatly that on the night following his sister’s
funeral he went into the churchyard to estimate the size and
cost of this money-wasting requirement.

Just as he turned to retrace his steps, a hand like a black-
smith’s fell on his shoulder, held him in a vise, and guided him
homeward. Mortiboy might have shouted for help, had not
the stranger intimated that he could tell something about the
absent son, for whom, strange though it would have seemed to
anyone in Market Basing, the father cherished steadily a strong
affection and longing. The hand, which by the light of a
clouded moon was seen to belong to a bearded stranger, tall
and strong, in a pilot-jacket and with a stout stick in his hand,
34
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guided the banker into his own house and through it to the
kitchen, where the stranger satdown before the fire and asked:

“Would you like to hear that your son Dick, very early in
his history after leaving you, saw the many errors of his way and
reformed; that he became steady, industrious, and respectable;
that, in short, he got money and is consequently much revered
and respected by all good men?”

“I should!” the old man exclaimed. ‘“Good heavens,
man! if this is what you have to tell me, be quick about it.”

Little by little the stranger disclosed his identity and proved
that he himself was the long-lost Dick; his most convincing
evidence was full payment, with compound interest, of the
forged check and also of the ten-pound note with which he was
cast off. The father was convinced and shook hands with his
son, but not quite cordially; suppose that Dick were a ne’er-
do-well and had come home to borrow money and perhaps
live on his father? But when the young man, whose face and
manner were impressive, talked like a man of affairs, spoke of
mining interests, of some money invested in Mexico, and a half
interest in a cotton plantation of three thousand acres, care-
lessly displayed a traveler’s money-belt heavy with gold coin,
and expressed willingness to make some modest investments
under parental advice, the banker’s heart grew warm.

Dick had been a great traveler before he settled down to
cotton-planting, and he showed his father curiosities from many
parts of the world; gay apparel from Nicaragua, an Indian’s
poisoned arrows, the pistol with which he had shot the Indian;
a dagger given him by the King of Dahomey; cotton-bolls from
his plantation; silver ore from a mine owned by himself and
his partner, which would make them rich as soon as they could
spare ten thousand pounds with which to work it; a great
nugget of pure gold, and, most interesting of all, a chart showing
the position of a wrecked treasure-ship containing gold and
silver bullion worth half a million dollars. Dick said he had
seen the ship himself, and would recover the treasure as soon
as he could divert from the plantation’s funds six or seven
thousand dollars with which to charter a ship and employ divers.

The banker’s imagination took possession of the silver mine
and sunken treasure and held them fast. Even a well-to-do
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cotton planter perhaps could not easier spare enough of his
working capital to finance enterprises so large, so why should
not old Mortiboy himself take them in hand as banker, director,
manager, and perhaps owner, in the course of time? Besides,
Dick’s confidence in his business projects was infectious; his
insight, audacity, and vigor dazzled the old man. Dick was
handsome and hearty, too; everybody in Market Basing
admired him at sight; he was friendly to all his old acquaint-
ances, affectionate to his many relatives, and respectful and
deferential to his father.

It is sad to relate that Dick was also an adventurer, a gam-
bler, a ruffian, and perhaps a murderer; he had no mining or
plantation interests anywhere nor much money besides that
in his pocket and his belt, and he had come to England with a
heart full of hatred for his father and a determination to get
by trickery or robbery a large portion of the old man’s money.
He had for accomplice one Alcide Lafleur, the man to whom he
frequently alluded as his partner; Lafleur and he had been
jailbirds together in the West Indies and slavers afterward.
Lafleur had devised a “system” that should break any gam-
bling house in the world; it had already succeeded in a small
way, but the partners never had had enough capital for great
operations; hence the desire for some of old Mortiboy’s sur-
plus. They never had quarreled with each other, for Lafleur
always needed a strong man to lean upon, while Dick, despite a
genius for lying, was never untrue to a promise; he never was
suspicious, and his energy, courage, and good temper were
unfailing. What rogue could quarrel with such a partner?

But some unexpected incidents suddenly dulled old Morti-
boy’s acquisitive spirit and weakened his grasp of business
details. Mr. Melliship, his brother-in-law and only rival in the
banking business, committed suicide, and a run on his bank
reduced his family to poverty. A sympathetic run on Morti-
boy’s own bank gave the old man a great fright until Dick
devised a trick which dazzled and pacified the depositors.
Mortiboy’s gratitude was unbounded, but his purse-strings
remained as tightly drawn as ever; he even made Dick pay for
his food and shelter under the paternal roof. Meanwhile,
Lafleur was urgent in his demands for money with which to
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play the System on a large scale. If the old man would not
invest in any of Dick’s glittering enterprises, some of his money
must be taken without his consent.

So the partners planned, as coolly as if one of them was not
the banker’s only son, that Dick should give Lafleur casts of
his father’s keys, and on a certain night he was to drop a sleep-
ing potion, not dangerously strong, into the old man’s grog;
then Lafleur, whose ways were soft and cat-like, should enter
the house, unlock an iron-doored closet in Mortiboy’s room,
and help himself to some of the coin which the banker, miser-
like, always kept where he could look at it and gloat over it.

But on the very day of the contemplated coup Dick was
startled into temporary irresolution by his father making over
to him in full legal form, and before witnesses, all his property,
including the bank and its holdings of every description. This
transfer made the young man worth half a million pounds, yet
he could not take possession quickly enough to comply with
Lafleur’s demand, which was for a very large sum. Besides,
he doubted his father’s sincerity as he had always doubted his
affection; much mental reviewing of his youth and his father’s
coldness, meanness, and cruelty to him had caused him to
look forward gleefully to the old man’s misery when he should
learn of the robbery. In his excitement he forgot to administer
the sleeping potion, but as he was a man of his word he took
Lafleur’s keys, opened the iron doors himself, and began to
toss bags of gold on the table. The noise roused the old man,
who shouted:

“Thieves! Murder! Dick! Murder! Dick!”

“Yes, it is Dick. Don’t be alarmed, father. I am helping
myself to a little of my own property; that is all.” Then he
seated himself on the edge of the bed, candlestick in hand,
looked into the old man’s face, and continued:

“It is quite as well, father, that we should understand each
other. All your property is mine; I can do what I like with it;
consequently, what I like with you. I shall not be hard on you.
What you gave me when I was nineteen I will give you now that
you are getting on toward seventy; an old man does not want
so much as a boy, so the bargain is a good one for you. A
pound a week shall be paid to you, with your board and lodging,
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and as much drink as you can put away. The pound begins
to-morrow.”

Dick said much more. He admitted that he had lied indus-
triously ever since his return, and that he had no mine, no cotton
plantation, no investments. He compared his own life with his
father’s, and asserted that he had been the better man of the
two. But before he finished his father had groaned and become
a speechless paralytic. Naturally, he did not come down to
breakfast in the morning; except for his breathing he would
have been called dead. Dick called in all the physicians in the
place, and when they declared the case hopeless he expressed
great sorrow and arranged for careful nursing. All men praised
Dick for his filial goodness and congratulated old “Ready-
Money,” or his memory, on having a son gifted with such a
remarkable sweetness of disposition, and so singular an affec-
tion for a father in whom no one else had ever been able to
discern anything lovable.

Yet Dick had a heart and a good share of common-sense,
and he began at once to use both for the benefit of everyone
who had suffered by his father’s meanness. He raised all
salaries at the bank; helped out of trouble a young forger whose
experience had been very like his own; was charitable in a
large-hearted yet practical manner, and made everybody his
friend as well as his admirer. He was unwearying in efforts to
help his cousin Frank Melliship, son of the banker-suicide, for
the elder Melliship’s troubles had come of greater generosity
than the resources of his bank could maintain. He fell in love
with Frank’s sweetheart, but when the girl refused him he
continued to love her in an honorable manner. He suppressed
all the bad inclinations which twelve years of lawlessness had
fixed in his nature, and longed to become entirely honest as
well as respectable. Conscience gave him no pangs, for he was
unaware of the existence of such a thing.

Only two people blocked his progress toward a blameless
future. One was a woman whom he had married secretly
before his father drove him from home; the other was his
partner Lafleur, to whom the System had been unkind, in spite
of the great sum with which he had backed it. The woman was
disposed of by proof that she already had a husband when she
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married Dick. But Lafleur still needed some one to lean upon;
he knew that Dick’s changed circumstances made it necessary
that the partnership should be dissolved, yet he begged that
Dick, with plenty of money, should accompany him to one of
the greatest gambling-places in Europe where together they
would break the bank. Dick refused; he offered Lafleur a
large sum of money if he would go to America and remain there.
Regarding the System he said:

“I am not surprised that it has broken down; they always
do. No man ever yet could invent, or will invent, a scheme to
meet the chances of luck. When it isn’t luck it is skill.”

Lafleur turned white. Tell a gambler that his scheme is
a mistake and a delusion and you will madden him. Lafleur
felt compelled to accept Dick’s offer, with its conditions, yet he
lingered. He begged a glass of brandy and then asked for a
game of euchre, saying it might be that they never would have
another opportunity to play together. Dick consented, but the
Frenchman lost steadily; he took more brandy, but he con-
tinued to lose. Suddenly Dick brought down his hand heavily
on the sleeve of his adversary’s coat, from which he took a
knave, the best card at euchre.

“Swindler!” Dick cried. “You would cheat even me!”
He pushed back his chair, turned over the table, and flung the
cards in Lafleur’s face. “ Give me back my check! I am done
with you.”

There was a struggle; Lafleur fired a pistol-shot from his
pocket, and Dick fell forward on his face. Assuring himself
that his partner was dead, and placing the pistol in the fallen
man’s hand Lafleur stole softly away. Yet Dick still had a
few moments to live when he was found by some boys whom he
had befriended. A physician was summoned and he pro-
nounced the wound fatal; to him Dick slowly dictated:

“I—Richard—Melliship—Mortiboy—declare that I—have
—accidentally shot myself while preparing to clean my pistol.”
Loyal to his old partner to the very last, he died with a lie on
his lips to save him. He also dictated a letter which was in
effect his will, giving everything to Frank Melliship’s sweet-
heart, whom Dick still loved, with the request that Frank and
the bank’s manager should be partners and ‘“Let the money go






WALTER BESANT
(England, 1836-1901)

ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN (1884)

The People’s Palace of London, an institution for the instruction and
entertainment of the working-classes, owes its origin to this book, which roused
a very wide interest on its appearance, and caused Mr. Besant to be knighted.
This institution has a great significance among the movements of the time and
is credited with accomplishing much toward uplifting the lives of the poor
by introducing an element of beauty, comfort, and inspiration otherwise
unattainable.

FEW years ago, when the higher education
of women was the newest of new things in old
England, Miss Angela Messenger, of Newnham
College, astonished her fellow-students by pour-
ing contempt upon political economy, in which
science she had just passed a brilliant exam-
ination. She asserted that it was not a science
at all, but a collection of theories impossible

B8 of proof; it treated men and women as skittles,
ignored the principles of action, and had been put together by
doctrinaires who lived apart and knew nothing about men and
less about women.

Such an announcement by an ordinary Newnham girl might
have been attributed to uncertain nerves, temper, age, pros-
pects, or a combination of these. But Angela Messenger was
young, healthy, cheerful, and so fair to look upon that a young
curate said her face made him understand what Solomon meant
when he compared his love’s temples to a piece of pomegranate
within her locks. She had inherited a great London brewery
employing almost a thousand men, and with an output in
steady demand by hundreds of thousands more, while her
rent-roll, securities, bank balances, and other possessions
41
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were worth millions of pounds. Her social position, too, was
all that a rich and brilliant girl could desire. Yet, in speaking
of political economy, she exclaimed to a friend:

“I am weary of theories, facts, statistics. I want flesh
and blood. I want to feel myself a part of this striving, eager,
anxious humanity on whose labors I live in comfort, by whom
I have been educated, to whom I owe all and for whom I have
done nothing.”

So, pretending to go to the country for a few months, Angela
effaced herself by going to London’s “East End,” that great
huddle of almost two million people, whose homes, surround-
ings, occupations and amusements are so commonplace as to
attract theattention of noonein greater London or anywhere else.
She made her home in a very decent and dreary boarding-house,
and under an assumed name opened a dressmaking business
for which everybody in the vicinity, her own employés included,
predicted failure, for she gave facilities and time for recreation
twice a day, provided her girls’ dinners, gave them a sitting-
room, with piano, for use in their leisure hours, and a share of
the profits of the business in addition to their regular wages.

She endeavored to soften some of the asperities of life in
her boarding-house also, where the people were as common-
place and shabby as the house itself. While doing so she was
puzzled at finding something congenial in Harry Goslett, a
young cabinet-maker with ideas and manners to which she had
imagined all mechanics were strangers; still, he had been in
the United States, where perhaps workingmen came of a higher
strain of blood. Goslett, who had reasons for not telling the
story of his life, was son of an army sergeant who was killed in
the Crimean war. He had been brought up from infancy as
an aristocrat and by an aristocrat, Lord Jocelyn le Breton, as
an experiment, and the result had been quite satisfactory to
the experimenter.

But when Harry learned of his extraction he insisted on going
back to his own class, if for only a little while, to learn how they
differed from the circle in which he had been reared. Some
amateur handiness with tools qualified him to assume the trade
at which no one in the East End had known him to practise,
but he was unwearying in sympathy and assistance to Angela,
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the dressmaker, after he learned that she was philanthropist
as well as tradeswoman, and that she wished that the lives of
all people in the East End, as well as those of her own employés,
might be made less monotonous and more enjoyable through
means that were as honest a part of life as labor itself.

A charming woman with a soul can impart no end of inspi-
ration to a young man of sense and heart, so when Harry sug-
gested to Angela the dressmaker that it would be of great
service to humanity if someone were to found what he called
a “Palace of Delight,””—a building in which all the better
arts, acquirements, and recreations known to the upper classes
should be brought within reach of the mass of East End people
who were too poor to provide such cheer for themselves, the
heart of Angela the heiress was warmed to white heat, especially
when Harry asked, with much feeling in his voice, whether
the rich Miss Messenger, who had assisted the dressmaking
enterprise, might not be persuaded to give a bit of the income
of her brewery, her miles of houses at rental, and her millions
of interest-drawing surplus, for a purpose so beneficent.

This brilliant idea was discussed in delightful detail for
weeks by Harry and Angela, but the girl discovered, not with-
out some dismay, that the young man was in her mind quite
as much as the Palace of Delight. As for Harry, a clean-
hearted youth, reared as a gentleman and accustomed to the
society of ladies, could not help falling in love with the only
rose in the garden of vegetables and weeds into which he had
placed himself. Angela could not avoid seeing that he held
her in at least as high esteem as the Palace of Delight, of which
he could not speak without reverential longing, so she found it
necessary to warn him, kindly but firmly, that they two were
not “keeping company” in the East End sense of the expression,
but were merely and honestly society for each other. And
Harry accepted the situation manfully.

Meanwhile Angela the heiress and descendant of her
grandfather, who, she said, was hard as nails, took counsel
of her head, her lawyers, and her architects, and counted the
cost of the Palace of Delight. Then an entire square of her
houses in the East End disappeared, and a new and great
building began to arise. Harry did not see it or hear of it, for
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the East End is a city in area and without a building, park,
place of amusement or other structure that would incite a man
of taste to walk cut and view it, or justify the city news-
papers in mentioning it.

The details of construction and cost seem to have troubled
the dual Angela but little, for she found time to worry much
over Harry’s apparent idleness. She made him understand
that she wished he would go to work; he replied that he was
willing, but he was not yet certain that the East End was his
proper place. He aspired to a shop in which he would be the
only worker; he might find one in some great establishment
elsewhere in London, or some other city. Or, there was America.
Then Angela discovered that she could not spare him, though
she did not say so. He admitted that he was willing to
remain in the East End if he could find satisfactory employ-
ment; the next day he was astonished by an offer of a shop
to himself in the great Messenger brewery.

The train of thought in which this offer placed him carried
him to his guardian, Lord Jocelyn, to whom he explained
frankly that he must remain near the scene of his birth, and all
for love of a lady — “a lady,” Harry insisted, although she
was a dressmaker and would not allow him to unburden his
heart to her.

Lord Jocelyn was a man of the world; he had known all
sorts of young men to discover all sorts of perfections in all
sorts of girls, through the eyes of love. But he loved Harry
dearly, and his heart was so greatly troubled on his account
that on meeting Angela the heiress in society he told her the
story of his runaway ward, who was now a cabinet-maker in
Miss Messenger’s own brewery, at tenpence an hour, and all for
love of a dressmaker who he declared was a lady and would
give him no encouragement. As he had declined to accept
any more of Lord Jocelyn’s money, would not Miss Messenger
tax the resources of the brewery to raise the poor boy’s hourly
wage to a full shilling?

But mere talk can not quiet a heart that contains a real
trouble. Lord Jocelyn’s love for his ward was so sincere that
he journeyed to the East End to behold the counterfeit paragon
who had bewitched the boy. When he discovered that Angela
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the dressmaker was also Angela the heiress, he rose to the
sympathy as well as the dignity appropriate to the occasion,
and listened with delight to much earnest talk about the Palace
of Delight and its real founder, who she insisted was Harry.

Lord Jocelyn’s disclosure of Harry’s infatuation and its
conditions taught Angela the heiress that she was being loved
for herself alone instead of for her money — an assurance for
which few rich girls dare hope. This assurance made the heart
of Angela the dressmaker much less obdurate; she promised
Harry, of her own accord, that if ever the time should come
when she and he might be more than mere acquaintances she
would tell him. Harry was greatly encouraged by another
incident: he recovered from a rascally uncle three houses
which his mother had inherited years before she died; he also
got two thousand pounds in satisfaction of rentals on these
houses for many years that had passed. By a strange coin-
cidence, one of these buildings, the one in which Mr. Messenger,
founder of the fortune of Angela the heiress, was born, was that
in which Angela the dressmaker was conducting business, so
the young man hastened joyously to present the house to the
associated dressmakers and to offer his two thousand pounds
to begin the building of the long-planned Palace of Delight.

Angela declined the money; with tremulous voice she called
it a sacrifice, but she assured him that the palace which he—
really he—had planned would yet be an accomplished fact,
adding: ‘“Perhaps the opening of this Palace will be the
beginning of a new happiness for all of us.” So clearly does
heart speak to heart that Harry constructed “all of us” to
signify merely Angela and himself.

Soon afterward Angela asked Harry and her working girls
to accompany her for an evening walk. She guided them to
an immense building that none of them had ever seen before;
at a signal from her to some workmen in the vestibule, the build-
ing was flooded with light; and Angela conducted the wonder-
ing party through the various rooms of the completed Palace
of Delight — reception-room, theater, concert-hall, library,
gymnasium, smoking-room, billiard-room, art gallery, besides
rooms for instruction in arts, sciences, and accomplishments,
and she gave Harry full credit for it all and informed him that
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he was to be the managing trustee. Apparently she had some
special communication to make to him regarding the work,
for she sent away her girls and the workmen, and had the
lights extinguished so that only moonbeams lighted the room
in which she and Harry stood. Then she whispered softly
that on the Palace’s opening day he and she might be married,
if he liked.

So they were made husband and wife at a little East End
church, before the sewing-girls and their friends, the boarding-
house company, and Lord Jocelyn, who gave away the bride.
Angela explained to her husband that out of respect for the
great heiress, owner of the brewery, whose money had paid
for the Palace, she must spend the time until the formal opening
hour with Miss Messenger, after which she would rejoin him.

At seven in the evening the great hall was full of East End
people. Harry (in evening dress for the last time, he informed
himself with a pang) and all the wedding guests assembled in
the vestibule to receive the august patroness of their friend
the dressmaker and the founder of the Palace itself. But the
handsome figure in satin, lace, and diamonds that descended
from Miss Messenger’s carriage, and approached them on the
arm of Lord Jocelyn, had a face which was familiar and dear
to all of them, and Harry learned that Angela the dressmaker
and Angela the heiress were one.

He raised her veil and kissed her forehead before them all.
but he could not speak, because all in a moment the sense of
what this would mean poured upon his brain in a great wave,
and he would have given anything, excepting Angela, to be
alone with himself for a few minutes.



HERR PAULUS (1888)

Much discussion, involving considerable anger and no little amusement,
was aroused in England,on the appearance of this novel, among believers and
non-believers in the so-called phenomena of spiritualism. The author was
severely censured by the former class and applauded by the latter; and the
excitement it caused extended to the United States, where, as well as in England,
it is ¢aboo, in spiritualist “circles.”

R. CYRUS BRUDENEL, a man of wealth and
) leisure, had been for many years the leader of
the spiritualistic world in London. His wife,
the Lady Augusta, had eagerly adopted her
husband’s beliefs as her own, and was the
undoubted queen of the Spiritualists and main-
tained her court with admirable graciousness
{\ and hospitality. Her name was well known in

s%¥.¥) London, New York, Paris, St. Petersburg,
and all other centers of the faith, and every “medium” who
could reach London made straight for her drawing-room.
Yet Lady Augusta and her husband had suffered many dis-
appointments. Some world-renowned mediums had been
unmasked as arrant tricksters; others had ‘“lost their power,”
a significant expression in the profession; none had placed the
cult on what Mr. Brudenel was pleased to term The Solid Rock.

But hope springs eternal in the human breast, and the
Brudenels were human. One evening their drawing-room
was filled with guests, selected from the highest circle of Spirit-
ualists, to meet Herr Paulus, introduced to Lady Augusta by
a noted Russian adept in the occult, who wrote:

“He makes a new departure. His soul is candoritself. He
is as pure as the white leaf of a lily. He is as incapable of decep-
tion as one of the lofty spirits with whom he holds habitual
communion. He is above and beyond all considerations of
money. My dear sister, we are on the eve of one of the most
stupendous revolutions of thought that the world has ever
47
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seen. It will begin in England—Christian, bigoted, prejudiced,
conservative England.”

Lady Augusta believed that something of the sort was
desirable, for she said to the guests nearest her:

“We want a new departure. Everything has grown stale.
All the answers to all the questions have failed. All the old
systems are breaking down. We are on the eve of a universal
collapse of systems and faiths, and nothing really new has been
proposed. In fact, we need, we must have, a new gospel. I
pray that this stranger may preach it to the world—and in
my drawing-room.”

At that instant Herr Paulus appeared and everybody gasped,
so unlike was he to any other high authority on the spirit
world and kindred mysteries. He was not bearded, bald,
grizzled, spectacled, oddly clothed, or unkempt. He did not
diffuse the odor of tobacco or alcohol nor did he evince un-
familiarity with soap, razors and hair-brushes. He was a
young man of fine figure, delicate and regular features, and
was in faultless evening dress. Except that his black eyes
were unusually deep-set, keen, swift, and full of light, he would
have passed for a conventional young gentleman of good
society. He greeted his hostess without hesitation, and said
with a voice soft and musical:

“Lady Augusta, I have seen you already, while I was in St.
Petersburg. I came here in the spirit. I am assured already
that our souls will be in sympathy.”

He held Lady Augusta’s hand in the long, warm grasp
of one who greets a long absent friend, and his eyes met hers
with a steady glow of affection and friendship which moved
her strangely. Could he—oh, could he be the long looked-for
prophet? He greeted Mr. Brudenel, looking curiously into
his face as if trying to read something there, and said:

“I was with you in the spirit. Yesterday morning it was,
Mr. Brudenel, in your library. You were reading a novel by
Ouida, called Moths. You turned the page down at 144,
and you resumed the reading this morning until you arrived
at page 280.”

Everybody knew that Herr Paulus had arrived only that
day from St. Petersburg, but nobody expressed the least surprise;
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in this house anything might happen. Mr. Brudenel’s face
flushed. Herr Paulus apologized for being late; he had been
delayed by a message—not by telegraph, however—from friends
in the heart of Abyssinia; he said it without the least appear-
ance of boastfulness, but as if such a thing was common.
Greater and more visible wonders occurred in the course of
the evening, but first Herr Paulus explained his situation after
lifting his right hand so suddenly and unexpectedly that every-
body jumped.

“I have come to this country,” he said, “with a message.
My mission is to teach to those who are worthy the old wisdom,
the Ancient Way. As itis well to prove that I am what I profess
to be, I have asked for and obtained certain powers. Do not
think, I pray you, that these powers constitute my message.
They do no more than illustrate it. Listen!”

No lights were turned down, accomplices were impossible,
yet soft music was heard; it came nearer and sounded louder
until it appeared to be directly over the head of Herr Paulus.
This was followed by the tinkling of silver bells; Herr Paulus
threw up both arms, and lo, a miracle!—for fluttering into his
hands were seen two thin packets of silver paper which he
entrusted to Lady Augusta. Then he surveyed his audience
slowly, as if searching for something. The faces represented
all stages of bewilderment, from the cataleptic condition of
those who believe all they see to the irritated and puzzled
expression of those who see yet preserve something of the
critical faculty. The young man’s eye caught that of Hetty
Medlock, the paid companion of Mr. Brudenel’s blind ward,
Cicely Langston, and Hetty meekly walked across the room
and seated herself by the magician, who appeared to breathe
softly over her head. The girl seemed to become insensible,
yet she answered questions as to what she saw. Herr Paulus
took one of the packets from Lady Augusta, opened it, and
displayed to the audience a scene described by Hetty and con-
taining Hetty’s portrait also. Blind Cicely followed Hetty,
and her sight was restored for several moments; she saw
Herr Paulus and described him minutely; saw her cousin Tom
Langston and her cousin Sybil Brudenel, the only doubters in
the room. Still greater was the amazement of everyone when,
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in answer to the question whether anybody desired a message
of consolation or hope, the blind girl asked for word about
her brother, and Paulus said:

“Your brother? Who is your brother? Oh, now I know.
He has been gone for five years, and has sent no letter, and
you fear he is dead. Yes, I understand. He has been at sea.
His name is Percival; Sir Percival Langston. He is not dead.
He lives. He is well.” Taking from Lady Augusta’s hands
the remaining packet, still unopened, he continued: ‘““What
do you see?”

“A ship, rolling on a rough sea. At the wheel I see my
brother; he is steering the ship. He does not think of me at
all; his mind is full of religion. I know it is my brother, but
I cannot tell why. Percival!” she cried, holding out her arms,
“Speak to me! Look at me!”

Doubting, Sybil stepped forward and protested against her
afflicted cousin’s feelings being played with; Paulus opened the
packet, showed her a picture of a ship at sea in a storm, and
asked her who was the man at the wheel; she was obliged to
reply that the face was that of Sir Percival Langston. Then a
great awe fell upon the multitude. To Sybil the wonder-worker
was even more definite, for he named the ship on which the
missing baronet was, described her position at sea, and said that
she was bound for London and would arrive soon.

From that evening Herr Paulus was an inmate of the Bru-
denel mansion and treated as a member of the family. Lady
Augusta, blind Cicely, and her companion Hetty accepted him
unquestioningly for all he professed to be. Mr. Brudenel had
been deceived so many times that he was skeptical for a few
hours; but when he asked, after a long conversation, that a
copy of an East Indian newspaper of that day and date be
placed in his hands and the request was instantly complied
with, his confidence became complete.

From day to day the young man told much of the Ancient
Way and the manner in which it had been handed down to his
friends, a select circle of believers, The Accepted, in the heart
of Abyssinia, and the tale was more wonderful than any in the
Arabian Nights. He took Mr. Brudenel, in the spirit, to Abys-
sinia, where the good man communed with The Accepted to
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his great comfort, although he never could describe the experi-
ences to others. He begged that he might be called Paul; he
addressed the ladies by their Christian names and was as familiar
and affectionate as if he were a relative, yet he never was offen-
sive in the slightest degree in act, word, or look. He even healed
the little ailments of everyone, including the servants.

But to Sybil and her lover, Tom Langston, the new prophet
was merely a puzzle, although a great one. Sybil, destined
by her father to be a vestal or priestess of the new faith, when it
should establish itself on The Solid Rock, was not of the stuff of
which such dignitaries are made. She was of generous stature
and shapely figure, with laughing eyes and lips always ready to
laugh, light curly hair and plenty of it, a cheek warmed with
sunshine, and her whole face was full of suggestions of a Venus.
Tom, who like his cousin Cicely was a ward of Mr. Brudenel,
was a young but practical scientist and the deviser of many
new things mechanical and electrical. He and Sybil had seen
the rise and fall of so many mediums and prophets that they
heartily detested the family hobby. But Tom found this
prophet so decent, non-acquisitive, and companionable that he
could not help liking him, though he watched him closely and
frankly told him so.

Great wonders followed one another so rapidly that they
seemed to exceed Tom’s powers of watchfulness. The strangest
of these affected the financial status of several members of the
family. Mr. Brudenel had invested the private fortunes of his
two wards and his daughter in the shares of a reputable com-
pany which nevertheless went to pieces suddenly and just as
the young people should have come into possession of their own.
He shocked the family by announcing that he was disgraced
and ruined. Paul alone remained cheerful; he insisted that
Mr. Brudenel’s bankbook be sent for; the book showed that
Brudenel had sold the shares while they were still good and had
banked the money, although he had no recollection of the trans-
action; it had probably occurred, at the suggestion of The
Accepted, while he was in the spirit in Abyssinia. But he had
also drawn checks for the full amount, and he could not remem-
ber why, to the order of three men whose names were unknown
to him. Would not Paul’s “friends,” The Accepted Ones in
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Abyssinia, unravel the mystery and save a respected name and
family? They would, Paul replied, if Mr. Brudenel would
permit his daughter Sybil to wed his ward Tom Langston.
Although this consent had been beyond hope, for vestals and
priestesses should not marry, Mr. Brudenel yiclded, and the
lost money was quickly forthcoming from the hands of The
Accepted’s agent, Herr Paulus. Then blind Cicely’s brother
Percival returned; he admitted that he had been a common
sailor, and his manner showed that his mind was full of religion
to the exclusion of everything else, as Cicely had learned in her
vision of him.

After a time the prophet began to lose his power and was
conscious of it. It seems to be a law of occultism that no
medium, prophet, seer, or other worker of supra-natural wonders
can retain his power after surrendering his will to that of any
other human being. Cicely’s companion Hetty, although a
simple, modest, good girl, had dark lustrous eyes with possi-
bilities of grand passion in them, and Paul had looked into them
too often for his own safety. He could no longer foretell any-
thing; he could not send Mr. Brudenel in the spirit to Abys-
sinia; he could not even banish a housemaid’s toothache.

Greater humiliations awaited him. Sir Percival, although
almost maniacal in his religious frenzy, identified him as the
assistant of a medium whom he had consulted in New York
three years before: the medium was now in retirement in
London, but Tom had traced Lim and his antecedents. Paul
regarded this mediura as his banker, who held much money for
him; but when the old man learned that his pupil had lost his
power and was determined to drop the business he denied
any indebtedness, and the matter was not exactly one which a
man would care to take into court. So Paul was penniless and
without occupation.

He suffered a severer blow when Tom took him to the roof
of the house and into a dark chamber with a brilliantly lighted
white table, on which, by means of an arrangement of mirrors
and lenses, he showed the ex-prophet the interior of Mr.
Brudenel’s study, the large windows of which were within
range of the dark chamber. And Tom said:

“I have occupied myself here in a very interesting series
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of observations, the nature of which you can guess. I have
seen our dear old friend there, morning after morning, reduced
to insensibility. I have then seen you, Paul, take his keys out
of his pocket, unlock and ransack his safe, open and read his
letters and examine his papers. I have seen you, not heard you,
put questions to him and receive answers from him. I have
seen you order him to write letters which you dictated. By
the help of a magnifying-glass I was able to read those letters.
In this way I acquired information which was very useful to
me. In fact, I knew all along what you were doing, though I
confess there were some things which I did not quite under-
stand; for instance, the appearance of the day’s paper.”

Paul groaned and fell across the table; he had fainted.
Tom revived him.

“Situp, Paul! So. Look me in the face! So. Keep
your eyes fixed in mine!”

A strange giddiness fell upon Paul; then he stiffened in all
his limbs and sat upright. He who had mesmerized so many
others was himself mesmerized. When he was restored to
self-control Tom said to him:

“You have told me everything, Paul. You have been in a
mesmeric trance, and you have told me how you did the Indian
paper miracle and the musical bells and everything. You are
a prestidigitateur, a ventriloquist and a mesmerist—all in one!
Thank you very much.”

It was even as Tom had said. Shame and love soon com-
bined to make Paul so penitent that he made partial confession
to Tom, also to Hetty, who loved him the more for his disgust
at the “profession” from which he was retiring, for her own
mother was a medium and Hetty had known some of the
tricks of the trade. But his most comprehensive confession,
made before a great gathering in London of well-known Spiri-
tualists from all parts of Europe, contained the following
explanation:

“I understood in practice what you call the art of mesmerism.
I had worked for seven years on the subject, making experi-
ments of all kinds. T succeeded in making those persons who
became subject to me think and do exactly as I pleased. I
also succeeded in making them remember what I made them
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think; that was the foundation of everything. I made the
blind girl see her brother; I knew where the man was and had
prepared his portrait beforehand. All that was done by me
in that house was sheer pretense and trickery. You ask me
how I dare to stand before you and make this confession? I
dare it becau e I have left the ranks of the charlatans.”

He had gone from America to Europe for fame, not money,
but he was to return without either, although the Brudenel
family offered generous financial assistance; they owed the
saving of their fortunes to him, one of his tricks having resulted
in the discovery that Mr. Brudenel’s investments were in
danger; his affection for the family had prompted him to the
farther trickery of compelling Mr. Brudenel, while under
mesmeric influence, to order his banker to sell the shares, and
to the additional trick of having the money covered by checks
which he retained that he might reproduce the money as if by
miracle. He was so fond even of the doubters, Sybil and Tom,
as to exact Brudenel’s permission for their marriage. But he
could not accept money from a family that knew him for a
trickster, although a lovable one. So he married Hetty and
sold all his belongings to get money to take him and his wife
back to his birthplace, a little New England town in which
his father, Deacon Trinder, had long kept a general store and
accumulated dollars; perhaps the old man might make a
place in the store for an assistant.



ROBERT MONTGOMERY BIRD
(United States, 1803-1854)

NICK OF THE WOODS (1837)

Following several successful tragedies and a number of novels, Nick of
the Woods was written with the avowed design of counteracting Cooper’s heroic
portrayals of the North American Indian. In his preface Dr. Bird says: “We
look into the woods for the mighty warrior, the ‘feather-cinctured chief,’ rush-
ing to meet his foe, and behold him retiring laden with the scalps of miserable
squaws and their babes. Heroical?” He aimed also to show the generous if
rough characteristics of the pioneers who redeemed the ‘““dark and bloody
ground” of Kentucky—farmers, hunters, and mountaineers—so that in 1792,
sixteen years after the first block-house was built in the woods, the ‘“wilderness”
was admitted into the Federal Union,a free and sovereign state, witha popu-
lation of 75,000. The characters of Bloody Nathan and Roaring Ralph Stack-
pole were drawn from traditionary tales of genuine persons.

NE August afternoon in 1782, the sun was still
blazing on the palisades and cabins of one of the
principal stations, or forts of refuge, in Kentucky,
when a train of emigrants from Virginia ap-
proached the chief gate. They were joyously
received at Bruce’s Station. At the rear of the
column was a man about twenty-three years of
age, although five years in the armies of the
Revolution had given him an older look. With

him were two negro slaves, mounted and armed, and a beautiful

young woman.

Captain Roland Forrester and his cousin Edith were children
of twin brothers, who had fallen in the Revolution, and were
the wards of their uncle, Major Roland Forrester, a Virginian,
of princely estates and wealth. He had been a royalist during
the war, and never forgave his brothers for the part they took,
even making a will in favor of an illegitimate daughter of his
own lest they should inherit his wealth. The child, however,
was accidentally killed; and when his brothers fell the Major
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brought up their two children as his heirs, although Roland
also had taken arms with the Colonists. When the Major died,
however, his confidential attorney, named Braxley, produced
the original will in favor of the Major’s own daughter, whom
he declared to be still alive, and, as no second will was found,
he took possession of the estate as executor. The war being
then over, Roland had brought Edith to the West, where a
relative at the Ohio Falls had invited her to live, intending to
marry the girl eventually, between whom and himself existed
a deep affection.

Colonel Bruce, commander of the station, a rough Virginian
backwoodsman, was zealously hospitable, while his spouse
tried to keep their three breezy daughters within the bounds
of good manners, admonishing them to be as noiseless as Telie
Doe—a slim, wild-looking, sensitive girl, who, on hearing the
name of Captain Roland Forrester, had shrunk to her loom,
and, looking almost terrified, worked in silence. The mother
and girls took Edith Forrester into the house, and Telie was
left on the long porch with her loom, when Captain Forrester
opened his plans to Colonel Bruce, for proceeding the next
morning, asking if there were any danger to be feared. The
Colonel assured him that the path was broad and straight to
the Upper Ford, and that no Indians had been heard of that
year. Bruce suddenly noticed Telie looking with wild, sorrow-
ful eyes at Roland, and ordered her into the house, explaining
that she was the daughter of Abel Doe, a renegade rascal who
had “turned Injun,” and that out of compassion he had taken
in the girl.

Suddenly entered Tom Bruce, the elder son, with a grin of
awe and delight, announcing:

“The Jibbenainosay is up again, not in our limits, but nigh
enough, on the north bank of the Kentuck, whar he’s left a
dead Injun with a split skull and the reggelar cross-cut two
slashes on the breast.”

It was explained to Roland that “Nick of the Woods,” as
the white men called him, or “The Jibbenainosay’” (Spirit-
that-walks), as the Indians named him, was accustomed to
kill Indians and always marked them thus. He was said
to be a ghost or devil, and the Indians—especially the
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Shawnees, whom he most frequently killed,—dreaded him, and
no one had seen an Indian in that neighborhood for a year
past.

“Thar are men who have seen the critter—a great tall fel-
low, with horns and a hairy head, and a little devil that looks
like a black b’ar, that points the way fer him. It’s a sure sign,
if he’s about, that thar’s Injuns at hand. Captain Ralph—
Roaring Ralph Stackpole—brought the tale.”

“Look out for the horses, Tom!” cried Bruce. ‘He has
killed Injuns and stolen a many horses from them—but he
does sometimes mistake a Christian’s horse for an Injun’s.”

They went out among the cabins, and there was Captain
Ralph—broad-shouldered, swaggering, performing frisky an-
tics of dancing and leaping. As they approached he shouted:
“Glad to see you, Cunnel; and you too, stranger. I’m Ralph
Stackpole, and I’'m a ring-tailed squealer! ’Tarnal death
to me! I’'m a gentleman, and my name’s Fight. Foot and
hand, tooth and nail, knife, gun, or tomahawk, I’m your man.
Cock-a-doodle-doo!” and the gentleman jumped into the air
and flapped his wings.

“If you’re ralely ripe for a fight, Ralph,” laughed Tom
Bruce, “here’s your man. Look, boys, here comes Bloody
Nathan.”

A tall, gaunt man approached, leading a lame horse and
carrying a pack of skins; following him was a meek-looking
little dog. The man’s face was weather-worn, like his leather
garments; his gun was old-fashioned and his knife was thin
from long use.

The crowd egged Ralph on with laughter to challenge
the newcomer, who was called Bloody Nathan, “because he’s
the only man in Kentucky that won’t fight—he’s only a poor
Pennsylvany Quaker.”

At last the meek Nathan agreed to “try a friendly fall;” but,
to the general amazement, the bully was lifted in air and came
down on his head. Good-naturedly agreeing that he had been
“licked,” Stackpole wanted to go, and Bruce lent him a horse,
to be left at Logan’s station. Nathan then told Bruce of a
great gathering of Miami Indians, the probability being that
they were already near. No one believed him, so he took the
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powder and lead for his skins, and stalked away with his little
dog and his lame horse.

When Edith had retired to her room, Telie Doe came
in and begged to be taken as her servant, urging that she could
be of great use to her in the woods; but Edith said it was
impossible, and the girl sadly withdrew. Roland slept with
the other men in the porch. Near dawn he started up, having
heard or dreamed of a low voice, saying, “ Cross the river by the
Lower Ford; there is danger at the Upper.”” Dismissing it as
a visionary fantasy, he slept again until all awoke.

He was deeply moved when Colonel Bruce came indignantly
in with the news that Ralph Stackpole had stolen the Captain’s
blooded horse, Brown Briareus, and a two-year old pony, and
that the boys had started in pursuit. Unwilling to delay his
party, Roland sent them on their road, while he, with his
cousin and one of the negroes, would overtake them later.
A storm delayed their departure, although the horse was soon
returned by young Tom, having been found loose by the way,
the party pushing on after Stackpole and the pony. But while
they were getting ready to start, a horseman dashed up telling
of a thousand Indians besieging Bryant’s Station, and cried
for help! Colonel Bruce despatched one son to Logan’s for
men, and mustered every fighting man to stand on the road,
while Forrester, loath to take Edith without a guide, was fur-
nished with one unwilling, surly fellow, who soon deserted them
to join the fighters. But Telie Doe had galloped after them,
evidently determined to be of the party. She asserted her
familiarity with the trail, and at last was accepted. But when
they reached the branch to the two Fords, Roland insisted on
taking the trail to the Upper, as Bruce had said, while Telie
besought them to go to the Lower. The road was dark and
difficult and soon they heard an unearthly yelling. Fearing it
to be Indians, they were relieved to find it the horse-stealer,
Stackpole, sitting, bound, on a pony under a tree, a noose from
an overhead branch about his neck: one step of the pony would
hang him. At Edith’s earnest request, Roland unwillingly cut
the man free, and with his usual extravagance the Roarer
declared he would devote his life to her service; but Roland
sternly dismissed him and he rode away.
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Presently a white man, known as Pardon Dodge, riding
furiously, came at them with clubbed rifle, thinking them to be
Indians, whom if he could not escape he would fight. But they
calmed him, and he told of being followed by six Indians, one
of whom he had shot; those he had left behind, but the Ford
ahead was full of them. Reénforced by Dodge, they now
started for the Lower Ford, but soon got confused and were
riding in a circle, when they came upon a dead Indian, scalped
and bearing two cross-cut gashes on his breast. ‘““The Jibbe-
nainosay!” exclaimed Telie. ““Nick of the Woods is up again.”

While vainly searching for some road, they saw a tall, shad-
owy figure moving through the woods, preceded by a smaller,
rolling object. As the stranger approached his apparently
colossal height grew smaller and less impressive, until they
discovered it to be only Nathan the Quaker, with his little dog,
Peter. Roland begged him to guide them, but he objected that
they might meet Indians, and he might be killed; yet, if they did
meet them, and he might be excused from fighting, he would try
to guide them. Roland scornfully assented; and Nathan, send-
ing his wise little dog ahead, had the party follow at a distance.
Peter discovered the tracks of the party and also of Dodge’s
five Indians, who had been quietly pursuing them. By a détour
avoiding the five, Nathan brought the party to a ruined cabin
on the steep bank of the river—swelled and roaring from the
rains—and there they gladly entered. But hardly had they
done so when Nathan came in, saying that Peter gave signs of
danger. Instantly a shriek from Telie called their startled eyes
to a tall, naked Indian at the door. Nathan rushed at him
and threw him out, while Edith fainted; Roland shot at other
Indians behind the leader, the old negro Emperor killed one
with his rifle, and Pardon Dodge shot another. Roland was
seized by an immense savage, and, despite gallant fighting, was
in danger of a raised tomahawk, when a jet of hot blood gushed
over his arm and the Indian fell dead.

“Up, and do according to thy conscience!” cried Nathan.
But the Indians, dispirited by the fall of their leader, withdrew.
All night the fight was kept up from a distance, when Nathan,
seeing that morning would finish it, proposed to slip out for
help. He went. Roland, as the moon was now rising with
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light for the Indians, withdrew his party to the river, when a
small dug-out, rushing down the torrent, suddenly caught on
the bank. He leaped forward to attack the man in it, who,
however, proved to be their horse-stealing devotee, Stackpole.
He had himself barely escaped at the ford, in the dug-out; and
when he learned from Roland that his own stealing of the brown
horse had brought the ““anngeliferous madam?” into her present
plight, he proposed to Roland what they immediately under-
took—the carrying of the two women down stream in the dug-
out, while Roland, his negro, and Dodge should attempt it on
their horses. - The desperate effort succeeded, except for Dodge,
whose horse came ashore without him, on the point where they
all landed.

In the morning they started up the river-bank, but only,
after an hour of riding, to encounter a crew of Indians, who
captured them all, except Stackpole, who, roaring and swearing,
rolled himself down the bank to the river. The negro was killed;
Edith was borne away; and when Roland recovered his con-
sciousness he was lying, bound, under the guard of an old
Piankeshaw Indian, and suffering from wounds.

While lying there he heard the sound of approaching horses,
and the young Kentuckians, headed by Tom Bruce, came dash-
ing down. A fierce fight followed, and the white men were
gaining, when Stackpole emerged from the river-bank and with
a wild whoop leaped into the fight. Thinking him the ghost of
the man they had hanged, the Kentuckians were confused and
scattered in flight, pursued by the Indians. Stackpole, on one
side, saw the brown horse ‘Briareus” dashing by, seized him,
threw young Tom Bruce, severely wounded, across him,
leaped on the horse, and sped away.

Roland was interested to see the savages now gathering and
dividing the spoils, which, strangely enough, were not only arms
but rolls of cloth and calico, heaps of hawks’ bills, knives,
pipes, and other trinkets dear to the Indian. These were dis-
tributed by a man of lighter color, seemingly a half-breed, who
deferred to an old, malignant-looking Indian sitting apart.
Roland’s old Piankeshaw received a keg of whiskey, a horse,
and Roland’s person. But as he was abcut to depart Telie
Doe ran up, seized Roland’s cords, and cried to the supposed
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half-breed—*Oh, father! What are you doing? You prom-
ised you would not give him up to the murderers!” But he
threatened her with his tomahawk and motioned to the Pian-
keshaws to go, holding her firmly till they had departed.

While lying bound, wondering what had become of Edith,
Roland had noted in a neighboring grove a tall barbarian
wrapped in a blanket from chin to foot, his head covered with
the folds of a huge scarlet handkerchief, watching the savages
and occasionally glaring malignantly at him. He felt that the
captive girl was under that guard, but could see nothing of her.

It was a weary road that Roland took, with hands bound,
and a rope dragging him after the old Piankeshaw on the horse
and two young warriors, one on either side.

Arriving at their camping place, after supper they bound
Roland firmly, and all went to sleep—except the agonized
prisoner. It was an awful night; but just before dawn he was
stunned by an explosion at his head, the crash of an ax upon
one of the young Indians, the sound of running and pursuit, the
huge old Piankeshaw, with his face shot away, climbing upon
him, and expiring. Roland swooned, and when he awoke he
was free from his bonds, Nathan was chafing his half-lifeless
limbs, and little Peter stood wagging his tail. The Quaker
apologized for having been guilty of violence, while Roland
thanked him with tears. Nathan told of his escape at the cabin,
his return with the Kentuckians, their pursuit of the party, his
keeping out of the battle, and then taking little Peter’s advice to
follow the Piankeshaws and Roland. He questioned the cap-
tain about the chiefs, recognized the description of old Wenonga,
the head, and told Roland how he had overheard Abe Doe and
a big whi e man in a blanket talking of the price for capturing
Roland and the young woman. When he heard of the cloths and
trinkets distributed to the Indians, he understood the whole
vile arrangement. Nathan tried to console him with the idea
that Edith would not be killed, but Roland would rather see
her die a thousand deaths than be in Braxley’s hands.

“Thee is but a mad man,” exclaimed Nathan severely.
“Thee does not know what such a sight is—I do.”

Then he detailed to Roland the massacre of his mother, his
wife, and his children before his own eyes—he having given his
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gun and knife to the Shawnee chief to show his friendliness.
His frantic looks increased with the horrid tale, till he fell in an
epileptic fit. He soon recovered, and asked Roland what he
would have done in like circumstances. The excited youth
shouted that he would ‘“wage eternal war upon them and their
accursed race.”

“Thee is right, friend,” cried Nathan, “thee would kill,
friend! thee would kill! Thee is a brave man. Thy enemies
shall be pursued and the maid thee loves shall be restored.
With little Peter for guide we will trust Providence, and find
our friends.”

Without waste of time, they set out for the Indian country.

When near Black Vulture’s village they stopped for food,
but soon discovered five Indians leaping about a white man
bound to a tree. They approached silently, shot two of the
Indians, and seizing their axes leaped at the others; while the
white man, seeing rescue, furiously burst his bonds and threw
himself upon the savage nearest him, rolled over and over with
him down the hill, and there madly beat him to death with his
fists, while Nathan and Roland finished the other two. The
white man then sprang up and roared, “Arm’t I licked him
handsome! Hurrah for Kentucky and old Salt River! Cock-a-
doodle-doo!”” and stood revealed as the horse-thief, Stackpole.

According to Nathan’s plan, the Quaker disguised himself
in Indian garb, daubing himself with streaks of paint,and, with
some jingling ornaments, was barbaric enough; Roland was left
at the bottom of the hill with little Peter; Stackpole, nearer to
the horse-pound of the Indians, to get animals for their escape;
and Nathan stalked into the Indian village, when their drunken
orgy was over and most of them lay about in drunken stupor.
His aim was to find the place of Edith’s confinement. Peeping
into the log cabins, in one he saw two white men—one tall and
athletic, but evil-looking, the other Abel Doe. He listened,
and learned that Braxley had with him the second will of old
Major Forrester, making Roland and Edith his heirs; Roland
was now disposed of, and Edith he meant to force into a mar-
riage legally giving him the estates. Doe was bargaining for
his pay. Having heard enough, Nathan pursued his search,
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He found a large cabin with two skin tents attached, and in one
of these heard Edith’s voice.

Crawling toward it, he came upon old Wenonga, dead drunk
in the grass. He drew his knife and had almost used it, when he
heard Edith’s voice again, and with a sigh gave up his cherished
vengeance.

Meantime Roland, wild with impatience, could wait no
longer, but crept up the hill and, seeing Nathan, followed him.

When the Quaker got near to Edith’s tent, he found with
her the man Braxley vainly trying to compel the frightened
girl’s assent to marry him. But suddenly the villain was seized,
thrown on his back, gagged and bound by Nathan, who tore
from Braxley’s bosom the stolen will, rolled him into a corner,
threw over him a pile of skins, and caught Edith in his arms,
saying, as he bore her out, “Thee is safe—thy friends are nigh.”

The night was dark,and Nathan halted. But he had hardly
stepped from the tent when he heard the stamping, galloping,
neighing of a herd of frightened horses, making for the village.
Stackpole, not content to run off three horses, was tempted to
cut out a number of them, when the herd took fright and
stampeded into the village, bearing him in the midst. A bundle
of straw thrown on the dying fire lighted the region, as the
Indians quickly awoke, and Nathan, skirting the village silently
with Edith, hoped to escape, when Roland broke upon them
rejoicingly. Edith, seeing him, gave a scream of joy, that
attracted the Indians, who instantly pursued, caught, and
bound them.

They were confined separately. Nathan was brought
before old Wenonga, who, putting his two hands on Nathan’s
shoulders, glared at the prisoner fiercely. But Nathan responded
with a face of such passion, eyes gleaming with such unearthly
fire, that even the drunken chief drew back, while the prisoner
fell foaming into convulsions. This, with Nathan’s fantastic
Indian dress, confirmed the Indian notion that he was a medi-
cine-man.

The next day Doe, not coming to any satisfactory conclu-
sion with Braxley, whom he of course distrusted, went to Roland,
told him of Braxley’s doings, and offered to rescue the captain
and secure him the estate if he would marry Telie Doe. Roland
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would promise to care for her, but not to marry her; he would
give Doe half of the estate to save his own life and the whole
to save Edith from the Indians and from Braxley. Both being
determined, Doe sullenly left.

That evening old Wenonga again summoned Nathan and
offered him freedom and reward if by his medicine-power he
would set before him the Jibbenainosay, killer of his people.
He made a long speech, vaunting his deeds, and the scalps he
had taken from the long knives.

Nathan accused him of scalping the son of Onas and mur-
dering his wife and children, although the man was his friend.

“Yes, I killed them. I am not sorry. Their scalps hang to
my fire-post,”” and he pointed to the shriveled scalps torn from
childish heads, while Nathan sank to the floor and shivered.

“My brother shall show me the Jibbenainosay, or he shall
die.”

“The chief lies,” cried Nathan with a taunting laugh, arising
from the floor. ‘“He can talk big to a prisoner, but he fears the
Jibbenainosay.”

“T will fight him!”

“Cut me loose from my bonds, then, and I will bring him
before the chief.”

The steel ax fell upon the thongs. Once free, the prisoner
turned and, with a hyena-laugh shouted, “Look! thee has
thy will. Here is the destroyer of thy race, and thy own—"
and he leaped at the chief like a wolf, clutched his throat with a
grip of iron, wrenched away his steel ax and buried it in the
Indian’s skull. Then, snatching up the chief’s scalping-knife,
he tore away his gray scalp-lock, gashed his breast with the
Jibbenainosay’s fearful cross, seized the scalps of his children
from the post and, with a yell of triumph, fled into the night.

In the morning the village was in fury on discovering the
work of the Jibbenainosay in the chief’s own tent. Roland and
Stackpole were chained to stakes, the fire-heap piled about
them. Braxley seized Edith and bore her away, shrieking at
that sight of horror. The fires were already flaming up when
two hundred horsemen and footmen rushed into the square,
kicked out the fire, and charged the astounded savages. The
fight was brief but murderous; the village was destroyed.
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While the conflict raged, the disguised Nathan leaped into it
and with Wenonga’s scalp at his girdle and those of his children
in his left hand, with his right plied savagely Wenonga’s steel ax.
The sight of the Jibbenainosay completed the terror and defeat
of the Indians and Nathan himself cut Roland’s bonds.

“Hurrah for old Bloody Nathan!” cried one. “I’ll never
say Q to a Quaker agin, as long as I live!”

Just then in galloped Pardon Dodge on the horse that had
lost him in the river. He had seen Braxley riding off on it
with Edith in his arms and, believing him an Indian, had shot
him and brought Edith back. Doe, mortally wounded, craved
speech with Roland, who promised to care for Telie like a
sister. Doe gave him the precious will, which he had taken
from Nathan on his capture, and now Roland was free to return
to Virginia with his bride and their faithful little friend.

Nathan bade them farewell, despite Roland’s earnest
beseeching that he would return to share their better fortunes,
and they never saw him more.

A.D., VOL, III.—g



BJORNSTJERNE BJORNSON
(Norway, 1832)

ARNE (1858)

This graceful tale was the second story of any length published by the
famous Norwegian poet, novelist and politician. Itis considered one of the best
stories that he produced, and it has an added interest from the fact that for the
many charming poems with which it is enriched special music has been written
by eminent Norwegian composers. Chief among the musicians who thus gave
wide popularity to these songs in Arne, making them favorites not only with the
cultivated classes but also with the common people, was Bj6mson’s brilliant
cousin, Rikard Nordraak, who died in 1865 at the age of twenty-three, but who
had already won a place as one of Norway’s great composers.

RNE was born far up on a hill-top, near a deep
gorge through which a large, full stream flowed
with a roar over a stony channel. His mother’s
name was Margit, and she was the only child
at the homestead called Kampen. Once in her
eighteenth year she stayed too long at a dance,
and fell under the spell of Nils the tailor. Nils
was the fiddler of the neighborhood, a hand-
some, wild and eccentric fellow, who could not

endure to have anyone above him. He fluttered about all the

girls, and they about him. When he went out as fiddler for a

party, he would play at first quite steadily; but when drink

had taken possession of him, he used to lay aside suddenly his

fiddle, seize whatever girl took his fancy, move his foot with a

grace that charmed every woman’s eye, and with his boot-heel

knock off the hat from the head of the tallest person present.

Whenever he asked Margit Kampen to dance she could not

resist him, though she hardly knew what she was about. So

completely was she captivated by the fiddler that in the next
winter she did not dance, but instead brought a babe to be
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baptized, who was christened Arne and whose reputed father
was Nils the tailor.

Margit kept at home with the little boy. She heard ahout
Nils, how he went from dance to dance and flirted with all the
girls. She looked at the child and wept. She looked at him
again and was happy. The first thing she taught him to say
was ‘“papa.” Later, she taught him popular songs, among
them a rough, wild song, reciting the exploits of tailor Nils
and his barn-fights.

Meanwhile, Nils took to roving about the parish, neglected
his business, and gave himself up more and more to fiddling,
drinking and fighting. He had a special grudge against Baard,
and a special admiration for Birgit Béen, with whom Baard
was deeply in love. Nils took her from Baard at every dance
and at every wedding party. Nils played fast and loose with
Birgit, and yet she seemed to care more for him each time,
and Baard was eager for revenge upon his rival.

One night there was a wedding at which Nils played. Two
American visitors offered Nils a handsome sum to dance the
Halling, a famous national dance. At first Nils refused, but
when the request became unanimous he took the floor. The
music struck up, Nils dashed forward along the floor, his
body inclining to one side. Crouching down, balancing him-
self now on one foot, now on the other, he flung his legs cross-
wise under him, sprang up again; stood as if about to make
a fling, and then moved on aslant as before. Farther and
farther back Nils threw his head, and suddenly his boot-heel
touched the beam above, sending the dust down from the
ceiling in showers.

The people laughed and shouted. More and more fire was
thrown into the tune; Nils hopped along in time with it, made
ready for a fling, but only as a feint, and when he seemed least
prepared for it, his boot-heel thundered against the beam
again and again, and Nils turned somersaults forward and
backward in the air, landing each time erect on his feet.

The American visitors were so delighted that they not only
rewarded Nils most generously but proposed to take him with
them out into the world.

In the popular dance that followed, Nils offered his hand
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to Birgit Boen. But when she gave him hers, Nils rudely
turned away, and took out another girl. When Baard danced
off after him with the jilted Birgit, Nils contrived to run into
the other couple and knock them over. In the altercation that
followed, Baard struck Nils a blow with the fist so heavy
that the tailor fell across the sharp-edged hearth-stone, and
when he tried to rise it was found that his back was seriously
injured.

In this helpless condition, his health shattered for life, the
one who gave Nils shelter and nursed him and cared for him
was the one whom he had most wronged—Margit Kampen.
It was in the autumn when he was borne to her house on a litter.
Through the winter he improved a little, taught Arne to read,
and took in work in the house. In the spring the bans for
Nils and Margit were published, and soon afterward they
were quietly married.

At first Nils worked industriously, as much as he could,
and managed everything sensibly, and the couple were happy.
But one day when Arne and Nils had gone to walk on the road
leading past the church, they met a wedding procession. It
was that of Baard and Birgit Boen. After that Nils was quite
changed. He became habitually ill-tempered; often went away
from home, and always came back drunk. For everything he
blamed the innocent wife, and sometimes even struck her.

After he had slept himself sober the next day, he was
ashamed, and was especially kind to the boy. Soon he was
drunk again, and then he struck the mother. The boy cried
and lamented. Then he struck the boy. Having somewhat
regained his physical strength, he began to go about to the
merry-makings and to play the fiddle, and he took Arne with
him to carry the violin-case.

At the dances Arne learned many songs, and he sang them
at home to his father and next, at the father’s command, sang
them at the dancing-parties to the people, amid laughter and
applause.

The father’s ill-treatment of the mother increased with
years, as did also his fondness for drink. Arme now made new
songs of his own composing, and wove into them all that grieved
him most, When his heart became too gloomy, he sought
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refuge in his books. One evening he sat up late reading. The
mother had gone to bed.

Arne started up at the sound of a heavy fall in the passage
way. It was his father, who had come home in a maudlin
state of intoxication; Arne helped him in.

“Yes, look at me, you clever boy” penitently sobbed the
tailor. “I am not handsome now. This I say to you—that
you—never shall drink brandy; it is—the world and the flesh
and the devil. Ah woe, woe is me!”

He flung himself down and sobbed convulsively, and
repeated passages from the Bible that he had learned twenty
years before.

The mother had awakened long since, but had not dared
to raise her eyes, now that her husband was weeping like one
who is saved. She leaned on her elbow and looked up.

But hardly had Nils descried her when he shrieked out:
‘“Are you staring at me, you too? You want to see, I suppose,
what you have brought me to.”

He rose, and she hid herself under the bed-covers. (‘‘No,
do not hide, I will find you easily enough.”)

“Tickle, tickle,” said he, as he drew off the covers and
placed his fingers on her throat.

“Father,” cried Arne.

The mother convulsively seized Nils’s murderous hand
with both of hers, but could not free herself.

“Father!” again cried Arne.

“So life has come into you now,” sneered Nils. “How
she writhes, the fright! Tickle, tickle.”

She let go his hand, and gave up. ‘‘Father!” shouted
Arme again and again; and at length he sprang to a corner
and seized the ax that stood there. But he remained standing
as if nailed to the spot, for at that moment Nils drew himself
up, gave a piercing cry, clutched at his breast, fell over, and
lay quite still.

Arne knew not where he stood, nor what he stood over.
He waited as it were for a strong light to break in somewhere.

The mother began to draw her breath heavily; finally she
half rose, and saw the father lying stretched out on the floor,
the son standing beside him with the ax.
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“Merciful Lord, what have you done?” shricked the
mother. Then Arne felt as if his tongue were loosened.

‘“He fell down himself,” said the boy.

‘“Arne, Arne, I do not believe you,” cried the mother,
and she flung herself over the body with piteous lamentation.

Now the boy came out of his stupor and, dropping on his
knees, exclaimed; ‘“As surely as I look for mercy from God,
he fell as he stood there.”

“Then our Lord himself has been here,” said the mother,
quietly, and sitting on the floor she fixed her eyes on the
corpse.

It was a little after midnight, and they had to remain there
with the dead until day dawned.

As the mother sat by the fire, it rushed through her mind
how many evil days she had had with Nils; and then she
thanked God for this providential release.

Then she recalled the good days, and wept for her recent
thankfulness. It ended in her taking the greatest blame on
herself, who, out of love to the departed one, had acted contrary
to God’s commandment.

Soon after this Arne passed his nineteenth birthday. He
tended the cattle and read the priest’s books and made songs,
as he drove the sheep before him or the cattle around the wood.

Many of his songs got out among the people, where they
were well-liked, and some of those who heard or read them
wished to talk with him. But Arne was shy of all whom he did
not know well.

One day Arne went to a wedding. Everybody stared at
him, and two of the men told stories which seemed directed at
Arne, and insinuated that wicked deeds would surely come
to light. Arne in reply told another tale, illustrating the danger
and wrong of stirring up the power of passion by imputing
evil to others. To deaden the heart-ache, he drank brandy
and was for the first time overcome by it. He felt ready to kill
himself. His mother at last found him and comforted him,
and Arne promised never to touch the perilous drink again.

From that day he lived closer to his mother, and his relations
with other people also were changed. He looked on them
more with his mother’s mild eyes.

)
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This companionship brought every day more comfort to
the young man. He began to take a new interest in nursery
stories, traditions and ancient ballads. He walked much alone,
and many of the places round about, which formerly he had
not noticed, seemed strangely beautiful, and he made musical
songs about the sunny days and the pleasant rustic scenes and
work of his farm life. One day he sat down by a large lake,
near the Parsonage, called the Black Water.

As Arne was gazing at the charming scene, he overheard
voices behind him in an animated conversation. It was Elj,
the young daughter of Baard Boen, who had just left the house
of the priest where she had been making a long stay and was
going to her own home across the lake. It was the first glimpse
Armne had had of the fair young girl, and it made such an im-
pression on him that he kept his seat, watching the boat move
across the water and then following the maiden with his eyes
until she vanished in her father’s home. Love and women
were beginning to play a prominent part in his thoughts; and
after that evening he found pleasure in singing about them.
A two-fold longing, to have some one to love and to become
something great, blended within his heart.

That winter Ame was at the parsonage for a time, doing
carpenter work, and Eli also was there, visiting Mathilde, the
priest’s daughter, and there was no little talk back and forth
and messages carried by the little brother between the young
folks. Not long after this Baard Béen sent for him, much to
the surprise both of his wife and Arne’s mother, to do carpenter
work in Baard’s homestead across the lake. In the evenings,
Ame sat with the family of the man who had given his father
such a fatal blow, years before.

Birgit, the wife, sat upstairs, or if she was with the others
she was silent with suppressed emotion, often dropping
her sewing and staring fixedly at Ame. Ame and Eli
did most of the talking, the father putting in an occasional
word.

One day Eli asked, “How do you manage when you make
songs?”

And Arne answered; “Ihoard up the thoughts which others
are in the habit of letting go.”
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Then Arne told Eli how he made a song after he had seen
her the first time, and at her request he sang it to her:

“Fair Venevill bounded on lithesome feet
Her lover to meet,”

Eli stood still long after he was through. At last she burst
out: “Oh, how I pity her!”

The next day when Arne came into dinner he went over to
the window. Outside it was gray and foggy. On the window-
pane a finger had traced “Arne, Ame, Arne,” and over again,
“Arne.” It was the window where Eli had stood the preceding
evening.

A day later Eli heard that the priest’s daughter Mathilde,
her inseparable companion and intimate friend for so many
years, had set out on a journey, to be gone a year or two. The
shock of the surprise was too much for the delicate girl, and
she fell fainting.

When she regained consciousness it was only to burst into
hysterical sobs and weeping. It was the beginning of a pro-
tracted illness, the seeds of which had been gathering for some
time. Some days the poor girl would be delirious; then get a
little better; then suffer a relapse. In the sad days that ensued
the father and mother were much estranged. Baard confided
to Arne the story of his life and the family discord, and a close
bond of sympathy from this time existed between the two men.

When Eli had so far recovered from her illness that she could
sit up, Arne, at the mother’s invitation, went up into Eli’s
room and sang songs. Among other hymns and songs, he
sang one of his favorite compositions, whose last stanza was

as follows:
““The tree bore its fruit in the
Midsummer glow:
Said the girl ‘May I gather
thy berries or no?’
‘Yes, dear, all thou canst see;
Take them; all are for thee,’
Said the tree, while it bent
down its laden boughs low.”

This song almost took away Eli’s breath. Arne, too, sat
silent for awhile, as if he had laid bare his heart. Their con-
versation was very intimate and pleasant; and when Arne
told her that he must leave her, she began to weep.
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“Give me your hand,” he whispered. And when she
did not answer, he felt down on the coverlid, in the dusk
of the room, and clasped a warm little hand that lay
outside.

The next day Arne had to leave. But wherever he was
working his thoughts turned to Eli. The young man was full
of restless longings, so that his mother feared he would leave
the country. So strong was her apprehension, so unbearable
was the thought of his leaving home, that she even hid the
letters and the money that his friend Kristian, who had gone
across the Atlantic, had sent him. Her fault in this weighed
so heavily on her heart that she had to confess it to the priest.
But when he suggested that she should confess to her son what
she had done, the fear that Arne would leave her was worse
than continuing in her deceit.

Then the shrewd spiritual father made a suggestion: “If
we only had a little girl who could lay hold of him, then you
would see that he would stay.”

The mother looked up quickly and exclaimed, “Eli Béen—
What—"

Then she colored and looked down, until the kind priest
offered to arrange it that the young couple should meet oftener
at the parsonage.

The priest had begun to walk up and down. Now, he
paused. “See here, Margit! When it comes to the point,
perhaps this was your whole errand here to-day, eh?”

She bowed her head far down. ‘“Well—yes—God help
me! That was exactly what I wanted.”

The priest burst out laughing, and rubbed his hands. Arne
thought tenderly of Eli day and night; but so shy was he that
even when he overheard her singing his own songs in the most
melodious fashion, robed in the most bewitching costume, he
was too embarrassed to speak to her, but instead contented
himself with writing a fresh love-song in which he enshrined
the beautiful memory of that precious forest walk.

One Sunday evening in midsummer, Arne’s mother Margit
overtook Eli as she was leaving the parsonage. Joining her,
she asked the young girl to give her her company on the way
homeward, and gradually Margit brought the pleasant conver-
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sation round to the subject of Arne and her own home, Kampen,
which Arne would inherit.

When Margit proposed that Eli call and see the house, Eli
at first declined, but when she was told that Arne was not at
home she accepted.

Margit showed the young girl the cattle, and told her how
much milk each cow gave, and had Eli smell the hay, “for such
hay is not to be found everywhere.” Then she let her try the
garden seat, and gave her some of the flowers; then took her
into the house and let her see what a cosy living-room there
was, and took down Arne’s guns and English fishing-rod and
let her handle them. Then, in turn, Eli was taken through
the kitchen, the store-house, the bake-house, and finally up-
stairs through the chambers. Margit kept up an unbroken
stream of chatter. Eli walked as in a dream, touching very
daintily what was held out for her inspection and occasionally
uttering some word of admiration or putting some question
about the things that most interested her.

Finally the mother took her into the son’s own room and
showed her the splendid view of the mountains from the window
and the cheerful, artistic scene within, with the pretty cabinet,
book-shelves and trinkets that Arne had collected; and Eli
looked at them all, as happy as a child. Then patting her on
the shoulder, Margit told her how fond of her she had already
become; and taking her to a little red chest, she unlocked it
and with motherly pride and artifice took out Arne’s secret
treasures—fine silk neckerchiefs, pretty silk ribbons, a beautiful
black dress-pattern, and the daintiest little shoes. ‘“He has
bought something every time he has been to town,” said the
mother.

Eli longed to take her leave; but she dared not speak, nor
dared she do anything to make the mother look up.

Margit, wholly occupied with her own thoughts, said to the
blushing girl, “Does it not look just as if he had bought them,
one by one, for some one to whom he had not the courage to
give them?”

Then, opening a little box, she disclosed to Eli’s astonished
eyes a broad buckle, two gold rings, tied together, and a velvet
hymn-book with silver clasps. Further Eli could not look;
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for on the silver of the book was engraved in small letters her
own name; and tear after tear trickled down on the silk kerchief.

Then the mother closed the little box, turned round, and
clasped Eli in her arms.

While Eli was sitting in the corner by the clock, waiting for
supper, a short, light step was heard in the passage, and the
door was gently opened. The first object Arne’s eyes lighted on
was the young girl in the corner. Eli got up, embarrassed,
and hurried toward the wall.

“Are you here?”” said Arne softly. Eli shaded her eyes
with one hand, as one does when the sun shines too full in the
face. He advanced a step or two. Eli turned toward him,
and then, bowing her head, she burst into tears.

“God bless you, Eli,” said he, and drew his arm around
her. She nestled close up to him. He whispered something
in her ear. She made no reply, but clasped her hands about
his neck.

By and by some one was heard weeping near the table.
It was the mother. “Now I am sure you will not leave me,
Arne,” she said, approaching him.

When Ame and Eli walked home together in the bright
summer evening, they did not talk much about their new-born
happiness. They let Nature herself take the lead, so quiet,
bright and grand she seemed. But a hymn of thanks echoed in
his heart, which when it was finished became his daily song.

In the autumn there was a wedding in the church across
Black Water. It was Baard Boen who gave his daughter Eli
in marriage to Ame of Kampen, son of Nils. The house was
full of neighbors bustling about in the preparations for the
happy occasion. Baard had something very weighty to say to
his wife; so he took her up into the attic, and when he had locked
the door and offered her some wine, he said, breathing heavily:
“Birgit, I dare say you are thinking of the same to-day that I
am.” Then he heard her move from one side of the window to
the other.

““Oh, yes; you know whom I mean. He it was who parted
us two. I thought it would not go beyond the wedding, but it
has lasted much longer.”

He heard her sigh. After a long conflict, he began again.
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“To-day a son of his, well-educated and handsome, becomes
one of us, and to him we have given our only daughter. Now,
how would it be, Birgit, if we two were to have our wedding
to-day?”

He heard her breathe, but he got no answer. She did not
even turn her head.

But when the gentle knock at the door and the soft voice
of Eli was heard saying: ‘“Are you coming, mother?” then
Birgit, in a broken voice replied “Yes, I am coming now,”
and crossing the floor she gave Baard her hand and burst into
the most passionate weeping. The two hands met, both toil-
worn now, and clasped as firmly as if they had been sceking
each other for twenty years.

They still clung together as they went toward the door, and
when, a while later, the bridal procession was passing down
to the landing-place and Arne gave his hand to Eli, to take
the lead, Baard, seeing it, took his wife by the hand, contrary
to all custom, and followed them, smiling contentedly,
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